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THE DOWNFALL 


OF 


ROBERT EARL OF HUNTINGTON. 


The Downfall of Robert Earl of Huntington and The 
Death of Robert Earl of Huntington* were both for- 
merly ascribed to Thomas Heywood on the always dis- 
putable authority of Kirkman the Bookseller. ‘The 
discovery of the folio account-book of Philip Henslowe, 
proprietor of the Rose theatre on the Bank-side, enabled 
Malone to correct the error.t The following entries 
in Henslowe’s MSS. contain the evidence upon the 
subject. 
“Feb: 1597-8—The first part of Robin Hood by 
Anthony Mundy. 
“The second part of the Downfall of Earl Huntington, 
sirnamed Robinhood by Anthony Mundy and 
Henry Chettle.” ; 
It is to be observed that what Henslowe mentions as 
‘‘ the second part of the downfall of Earl Huntington’ 
is in fact the play called on the printed title-page The 
Death of Robert Earl of Huntington. Hence we find 
that Anthony Munday wrote the first part or “‘ Downfall” 
alone, and the second part or ‘“‘ Death” in conjunction 
with Henry Chettle: nevertheless there is a memoran- 
dum by Henslowe by which it seems that Chettle had 
something to do also withthe first part. Itis in these terms. 
“Lent unto Robarte Shawe the 18 of Novemb. 
1598, to lend unto Mr. Cheattle upon the 
mending of The First Part of Robart Hoode, 
the sum of xs.” 
The loan here mentioned was perhaps in anticipation 


* Malone originally supposed the plays to be by Heywood, and 
so treated them. In the last edit. of Shakespeare by Boswell (111. 99) 
the mistake is allowed to remain, and in a note also The Downfall of 
Robert Earl of Huntingdon is quoted as Heywood’s production. 

7 Ritson in his Robin Hood, I. li. et seq: gives some quotations 
from them, as by Munday and Chettle. 
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of ‘‘ the mending ;” and Malone subsequently met with 
the following notice: ‘“‘ For mending of Robin Hood 
for the Corte ;” which might be written after the improve- 
ments, considered necessary before the performance of 
the play at Court, had been completed. 

Anthony Munday must have been born in 1553, 
for the monument to him in the Church of St. Stephen, 
Coleman street, states, that at the time of his death, 10th. 
August, 1633, he was 80 years old. From the in- 
scription we likewise learn that he was “a citizen and 
draper.” In 1589 he lived in the city, and dates his 
translation of The History of Palmendos “ from my 
house in Cripplegate :” that he carried on the business 
of a draper, or had some connection with the trade as 
late as 1613, may be gathered from the following passage 
at the close of The Triumphs of Truth, the city Pageant 
for that year, by Thomas Middleton. <‘‘ The fire- work 
being made by Maister Humphrey Nichols, a man 
excellent in his art; and the whole work and body of 
the Triumph with all the proper beauties of the work- 
manship, most artfully and faithfully performed by John 
Grinkin ; and those furnished with apparel and porters 
by Anthony Monday, Gentleman.” The stile of ** gentle- 
man” was probably given to him with reference to the 
productions of his pen. 

At what date he acquired the title of ‘ poet to the 
city” does not appear: he wrote the Lord Mayor's 
Pageant in 1605, but he had certainly earlier been 
similarly employed, as Ben Jonson introduces him in 
that capacity in The Case is Altered, which was 
written in the end of 1598, or beginning of 1599.* 
He there throws some ridicule upon Don Antonio 


* Mr. Gifford fell into an error (Ben Jonson, vi. 320.) 
in stating that The Case is Altered ‘‘should have stood at the head 
of Jonson’s works, had chronology only been consulted.” In the 
Life of Ben Jonson, he refers to Henslnwe’s papers to prove that 
Every Man ix his Humour was written in 1596, and in The Case is 
Altered, Ben Jonson expressly quotes Meres’ Palludis Tamia, 
which was not published until 1598. Nash’s Lenten Stuff, affords 
evidence that “ the witty play of The Case is Altered” was popular 
in 1599. 
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Balladino (as he calls Munday) and Mr. Gifford was of 
opinion that Middleton meant to censure him in his 
Triumphs of Truth, as the ‘impudent common writer” of 
city pageants; but this is hardly consistent with the 
mention Middleton introduces of Munday at the close of 
that performance. Besides, Dekker wrote the pageant for 
the year 1612, immediately preceding that for which 
Middleton was engaged; and that Munday was not in 
disrepute is obvious from the fact that in 1614, 1615 
and 1616, his pen was again in request for the same 
purpose. 

Whatever might have been Munday’s previous life, 
in the year 1582 he was placed in no very enviable 
situation. He had been mainly instrumental in de- 
tecting the Popish Conspiracy in that year, which drew 
down upon him the bitter animosity of the Jesuits. 
They charged him in their publications (from which 
extracts may be seen in Mr. A. Chalmers’ Biographical 
Dictionary, and elsewhere) with having been “ first a 
stage player and afterwards an apprentice,’ and after 
being ‘‘hissed from the stage” and residing at Rome, 
with having returned to his original occupation. Mun- 
day himself admits, in the account he published of 
Edmund Campion and his confederates, that he was 
‘© some time the Pope’s scholar in the Seminary of 
Rome,” but always stoutly denied that he was a Roman 
Catholic.—Perhaps the most curious tract upon this 
subject is in the hands of Mr. Rodd of Great Newport 
street: it is entitled ‘“ A breefe and true reporte of the 
Execution of certaine Traytours at Tiborne the xxviii, 
and xxx dayes of May 1582. Gathered by A. M. who 
was there present.” He signs the Dedication at length 
«A, Munday,” and mentions that he had been a witness 
- against some of the offenders. The persons he saw 
executed were, Thomas Foord, John Shert, Robert 
Johnson, William Filbie, Luke Kirbie, Lawrance Rich- 
ardson, and Thomas Cottom ; and he seems to have been 
publicly employed to confute them at the foot of the 
gallows, and to convince the populace that they were 
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traitors and Papists, denying the supremacy of Queen 
Elizabeth. He there had a long dispute with Kirbie 
upon matters of fact, and, according to his own shewing, 
was guilty, while abroad, at least of a little duplicity.— 
He notices having seen Captain Stukely at Rome, who 
was killed at the battle of Alcazar in 1578. In the con- 
clusion he promises his English Romaine Lyfe ‘‘so soon 
as it can be printed” in which he purposes to disclose 
the “ Romish and Sathanical juglings” of the Jesuits. 
Munday was a very voluminous author in verse and 
prose, original and translated, and is certainly to be 
reckoned among the predecessors of Shakespeare in 
dramatic composition. His earliest work, as far as can 
be now ascertained, was “The Mirror of Mutability,” 
1579, when he was in his 26th year: he dedicates it 
to the Earl of Oxford, and perhaps then belonged to the 
company of players of that nobleman, to which he had 
again attached himself on his return from Italy.* The 
Council Registers shew that this nobleman had a company 
of players under his protection in 1575. Munday’s “ Ban- 
quet of Daintie Conceits” was printed in 1588, and we 
particularise it, because it was unknown to Ames, Her- 
bert, and Ritson. Catalogues and specimens of his 
other undramatic works may be found in Bibliographia 
Poetica, Censura Literaria, British Bibliographer,+ &c. 
The earliest praise of Munday is contained in Webbe’s 
Discourse of English Poetrie, 1586, where his ‘‘ Sweete 
sobs of Sheepheardes and Nymphes” is especially pointed 
out as “very rare poetrie.” Francis Meres in 1598 


* On the title-page of his translation of Palmerin of England’ 
the third part of which bears date in 1602, he is called ‘‘ one of the 
Messengers of her Majesty’s Chamber ;” but how, and at what date 
he obtained this “ small court appointment” we are without 
information. Perhaps it was given to him as a reward for his ser- 
vices in 1582. 

+ Munday did not always publish under his own name, and ac- 
cording to Ritson, whose authority has been often quoted on this 
point, translated ‘The Orator, written in French by Alexander 
Silvayn,” under the name of Lazarus Piot, from the dedication to 
which it may be inferred that he had been in the army. “<A ballad 
made by Ant. Munday, of the encouragement of an English soldier 
to his fellow mates,” was licenced to John Charlewood, in 1579. 
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(Palladis Tamia, fo. 283, b.) enumerating many of the 
best dramatic poets of his day, including Shakespeare, 
Heywood, Chapman, Porter, Lodge, &c. gives Anthony 
Munday the praise of being “ our best plotter,” a dis- 
tinction that excited the spleen of Ben Jonson in his 
Case is Altered, particularly as he was omitted. 

Nearly all the existing information respecting 
Anthony Munday’s dramatic works is derived from 
Henslowe’s papers. At what period he began to write 
for the stage cannot be ascertained: the earliest date 
in these MSS. connected with his name is December, 
1597, but as he was perhaps a member of the Earl of 
Oxford’s theatrical company beforehe went abroad, and 
as he was certainly at Rome prior to 1578, it is likely 
that he was very early the author of theatrical per- 
formances. In the old catalogues, and in Langbaine’s 
Momus Triumphans, 1688, a piece called Fidele and 
Fortunatus is mentioned, and such a play was entered 
at Stationers’ Hall, Nov. 12, 1584. There is little 
doubt that this is the same production, two copies of 
which have been discovered within the last few years, 
with the running title of Two-Italian Gentlemen, that 
being the second title to Fidele and Fortunatus in the 
Register. Both copies are without title-pages; but to 
one of them, is prefixed a dedication signed A. M. 
and we may with tolerable certainty conclude that 
Anthony Munday was the author or translator of it, and 
that it was printed about the date of its entry on the 
Stationers’ Books, It is pretty evident that the play now 
reprinted from the only known edition in 1601, was 
written considerably before 1597-8, the year when it 
is first noticed in the accounts of the proprietor of the 
Rose. The story is treated with a simplicity bordering 
upon rudeness, and historical facts are perverted just as 
suited the purpose of the writer. Whether we consider 
it as contemporary with, or preceding the productions 
of the same class by Shakespeare, it is a relic of high 
interest, and nearly all the sylvan portions of the play, 
in which Robin Hood and his “‘ merry men” are engaged, 
are of no ordinary beauty. Some of the serious scenes 
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are also extremely well written, and the blank-verse, 
interspersed with rhimes as was usual in our earlier 
dramas, by no means inharmonious. 

The subsequent catalogue of plays which Munday 
wrote, either alone or in conjunction with others, is 
derived from the materials supplied by Malone. 

1. Mother Redcap, by Anthony Munday and 
Michael Drayton. December 1597. Not printed.* 

2. The Downfal of Robert Earl of Huntington, by 
Anthony Munday, February 1597-8. Printed in 1601. 

3. The Death of Robert Earl of Huntington, by 
Anthony Munday and Henry Chettle, February 1597-8. 
Printed in 1601. 

4, The Funeral of Richard Cordelion, by Robert 
Wilson, Henry Chettle, Anthony Munday and Michael 
Drayton, May 1598. Not printed. 

5. Valentine and Orson, by Richard Hathwaye and 
Anthony Munday, July 1598. Not printed, 

6. Chance Medley, by Robert Wilson, Anthony 
Munday, Michael Drayton, and Thomas Dekker, August 
1598. Not printed. 

7. Owen Tudor, by Michael Drayton, Richard 
Hathwaye, Anthony Munday, and Robert Wilson, 
January 1599-1600. Not printed, 

8. Fair Constance of Rome, by Anthony Munday, 
Richard Hathwaye, Michael Drayton and Thomas 
Dekker, June 1600. Not printed. 

9. Fair Constance of Rome, Part II. by the same 
authors, June 1600. Not printed. 

10. The Rising of Cardinal Wolsey,t by Anthony 
Munday, Michael Drayton, Henry Chettle, and Went- 
worth Smith, November 12, 1601. Not printed. 

11. Two Harpies, by Thomas Dekker, Michael 
Drayton, Thomas Middleton, John Webster, and Anthony 
Munday, May 1602. Not printed. 

12, The Widow’s Charm, by Anthony Munday, 


 * That is, no printed copy has yet been discovered, although 
it may have passed through the press. 
+ In Henslowe’s MSS. this play is also called ‘‘ The First part 
of Cardinal Wolsey.” 
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July 1602. Printed in 1607, as Malone conjectured, 
under the Title of ‘“‘The Puritan or Widow of Watling 
Street,” and ascribed to Shakespeare. 

13. The Set at Tennis, by Anthony Munday, 
December 1602. Not printed.* 

4. The first part of the Life of Sir John Oldcastle, 
by Anthony Munday, Michael Drayton, Robert Wilson 
and Richard Hathwaye. 

Of the last, two editions were published in 1600, the 
one with, and the other without the name of Shakes- 
peare on the title-page, but Mr. Malone discovered from 
the Registers of the Stationers’ Company that he was 
not concerned in it. Whether Munday wrote any plays 
subsequent to the date to which Henslowe’s papers extend 
is not known. 

Such particulars as have come down to us regarding 
Henry Chettle will be prefixed to The Death of the 
Earl of Huntington, the second part of the play now 
reprinted. 


*In 1620 was printed ‘‘ The World toss’d at Tennis, by Thomas 
Middleton and William Rowley.” Perhaps it is the same play, 
and that Munday had a share in the authorship of it. 
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SCARLET. 
SCATHLOCK. 
Friar Tuck. 
Mucu, the Clown. 
LEICESTER. 
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Str Hueu Lacy. 
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JUSTICE WARMAN. 
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QUEEN ELINOR. 
Matixpa, Fitzwater’s Daughter. 
WaRMAN’S WIFE, 
Oup Woman. 


* There is no list of Characters prefixed to the old copy. 
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THE DOWNFALL . 


OF 


ROBERT, EARL OF HUNTINGTON. 


ACT I. SCENE IT. 


Enter Str Joun Evruam, and knock at Skelton’s door.* 


Sir John. How, master Skelton; what, at study hard ? 
[ Opens the door. 
Skelton. Welcome, and wished for, honest Sir John 
Eltham. 
I have sent twice, and either time he miss’d 
That went to seek you. 
Eltham. So full well he might: 
These two hours it pleased his majesty 
To use my service in surveying maps, 
Sent over from the good king Ferdinand, 
That to the Indies, at Sebastian’s suit, 
Hath lately sent a Spanish colony. 
Skelton. Then twill trouble you, 
_After your great affairs, to take the pain 
That I intended to entreat you to, 
About rehearsal of your promis’d play. 


* This forms the Induction to the play, which purports to 
have been written to be performed before Henry VIII. by Sir 
Thomas Mantle, who performed Robin Hood, by Sir John Eltham, 
who played the part of Little John, by Skelton who acted Friar Tuck, 
by ‘‘ Little Tracy,’ as he is called, who supported the character of 
Maid Marian, and others, whose names are not mentioned. The whole 
is only supposed to be a rehearsal prior to the representation of the 
piece before the king, and in the course of it Skelton and Sir John 
Eltham have various critical and explanatory interlocutions. Skelton, 
it will be observed, also undertakes the duty of interpreting the other- 
wise “inexplicable dumb shew.” The old copy is not divided into 
acts and scenes. : 
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Eltham. Nay, master Skelton ; for the king himself, 
As we were parting, bid me take great heed, 
We fail not of our day: therefore I pray 
Send for the rest, that now we may rehearse. 
Skelton. Oh they are ready all, and dress’d to play. 
What part play yon? 
Eltham. Why, I play Little John, 
And came on purpose with this green suit. 
Skelion. Holla, my masters! Little John is come, 
[At every door all the players run out, some crying 
‘““ where? where?’ others ‘“* welcome, Sir John :” 
among others the boys and Clown. 
Skelton. Faith, little Tracy, you are somewhat forward: 
What, our maid Marian, leaping like a lad ? 
If you remember, Robin is your love, e 
Sir Thomas Mantle yonder; not Sir John. 
Clown. But master, Sir John is my fellow, for I am 
Much, the miller’s son, am I not? 
Skelton. I know ye are, sir: 
And, gentlemen, since you are thus prepar’d, 
Go in, and bring your dumb scene on the stage; 
And I, as prologue, purpose to express 
The ground whereon our history is laid. 
[Exeunt, Manent Skelton, and Sir John. 
Trumpets sound. Enter first Kina Ricuarp with drum 
and ancient giving ELy a purse and sceptre; his 
mother, and brother Joun, CurstEr, LEICESTER, 
Lacy, others at the king’s appointment doing reverence. 
The king goes in: presently ELy ascends the chair: 
Chester, John, and the Queen part displeasantly. 
Enter Ropert Earu or Huntineton, leading 
Marian: follows him Warman, and after Warman 
the Prior; Warman ever flattering and making cur- 
tesy, taking gifts of the Prior behind and his master 
before. Prince Joun enters, offereth to take Ma- 
riane QuEEN Exinor enters, offering to pull Robin 
from her ; but they enfold each other, and sit down 
within the curtains. Warman with the Prior, Sir 
Hugh Lacy, Lord Sentloe, and Sir Gilbert Broughton 
fold hands, and drawing the curtains, all (but the 
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Prior) enter, and are kindly recewved by Robin Hood. 
The curtains are again shut. 
Skelton. Sir John, once more, bid your dumb shews 
come in, 
That, as they pass, I may explain them all. 


Enter Kine Ricuarp with drum and ensign, giving 
Exy a purse and sceptre; his mother, and brother Joun, 
Cuester, Leicester, Lacy, and others at the King’s 
appointment doing reverence. The King goes in, 

Richard, call’d Coeur de Lion, takes his leave, 

Like the Lord’s champion, ’gainst the pagan foes, 

That spoil Judea, and rich Palestine. 

The rule of England, and his princely seat, 

He leaves with Ely, then lord chancellor ; 

To whom the mother Queen, her son, prince John, 

Chester, and all the peers are sworn. 

| Eatt Richard cum militibus. 
Exty ascends the chair; Cuxrster, Joun, and the 
QuEEN part displeasantly. 

Now reverend Ely, like the deputy 

Of God’s great deputy, ascends the throne ; 

Which the Queen Mother, and ambitious John, 

Repining at, raised many mutinies: 

And how they ended you anon shall hear. 

| Exeunt omnes. 

Enter Ropert Eart or Huntinaton, leading Ma- 
RIAN: follows him Warman, and after Warman, 
the Prion; Warman ever flattering and making cur- 
tesy, taking gifts of the Prior behind, and ‘his master 
before. Prince Joun enters, offereth to take Marian. 
QurENn Exrinor enters, offering to pull Robin from 
her ; but ihey enfold each other, and sit down within 
the curtains. 

This youth that leads yon virgin by the hand 

(As doth the sun the morning richly clad) 

Is our Earl Robert, or your Robin Hood, 

That in those days, was Earl of Huntington. 

The ill-fac’d miser, bribed in either hand, 


14 THE DOWNFALL OF ROBERT (ACTOS, 


Ts Warman, once the steward of his house, 
Who, Judas-like, betrays his liberal lord, 
Into the hands of that relentless Prior, 
Called Gilbert Hood, uncle to Huntington. 
Those two, that seek to part these lovely friends, 
Are Elinor the Queen, and John the Prince : 
She loves Earl Robert, he Maid Marian; 
But vainly, for their dear affect is such, 
As only death can sunder their true loves. 
Long had they lev’d, and now it is agreed, 
This day they must be troth-plight, after wed. 
At Huntington’s fair house a feast is held ; 
But envy turns it to a house of tears: 
For those false guests, conspiring with the Prior, 
To whom Earl Robert greatly is in debt, 
Mean at the banquet to betray the Earl, 
Unto a heavy writ of outlawry. 
The manner and escape you all shall see. 
Eltham. Which all good Skelton ? 
Skelton. Why all these lookers on: 
Whom if we please, the king will sure be pleas’d. 
Look to your entrance ; get you in Sir John. 
. [Exit Sir John. 
My shift is long, for I play Friar Tuck ; 
Wherein, if Skelton have but any luck, 
He'll thank his hearers oft with many a duck. 
For many talk of Robin Hood, that never shot in his bow, 
But Skelton writes of Robin Hood what he doth truly 
know.* 


Therefore I pray ye, 
Contentedly stay ye, 
And take no offending, 
But sit to the ending, 


* This is, in some sort, a parody upon the well-known proverb, 
which is thus given by Ray : 
‘* Many talk of Robin Hood, that never shot in his bow, 
And many talk of Little John, that never did him know.” 
Itis also found in Camden’s Remains by Philpot, 1636, p. 302, 
though the two lines, obviously connected in sense, are there sepa- 
rated. 
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Likewise I desire 

Ye would not admire 

My rhime, so I shift; 

For this is my drift, 

So mought | well thrive, 

To make ye all blithe: 

But if ye once frown, : 
Poor Skelton goes down ; 
His labour and cost, 

He thinketh all lost, 

In tumbling of books 

Of marry go looks. 

The Sheriff with staves, 
With catchpoles and knaves, 
Are coming I see: 

High time ’tis for me, 

To leave off my babble, 

And fond ribble rabble. 
Therefore with this court’sy 
Awhile I willleave ye.* 


* This sort of verse, from the frequent use of it made by Skelton 
in his poems, acquired the name of Skeltonic or Skeltonical. Accord- 
ing to the manner in which the poet’s character is drawn, he could 
not avoid falling into the use of it, even out of its place, in the 
course of the play ; and of this a singular instance is given after the 
capture and discovery of Ely, when Sir John Eltham in one of the 
interlocutions, complains of Skelton, that in performing the part of 
Friar Tuck he fell 

“¢_______ into the vein 
Of ribble rabble rhimes Skeltonical.” 

In 1589 was published a tract with the following curious title. 

«* A Skeltonical salutation, 
Or condigne gratulation, 
And just vexation 

Of the Spanish nation ; 
That in bravado 

Spent many a crusado 

In setting forth an Armado 
England to invado.” 

The whole piece is in this kind of verse. A copy of it is in the 
British Museum. 

Puttenham speaking of poetry of this sort, says ‘“‘Such were the 
rimes of Skelton (usurping the name of a Poet Laureat) being in 
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SCENE II. 


Enter, asit were in haste, the Prior or York, the SuE- 
RIFF, Justice Warman, Steward to Robin Hood. 
Prior. Here, master Warman, there’sa hundred crowns 

For your good will and furtherance in this. 

Warman. { thank you my Lord Prior. I must away 

To shun suspicion, but be resolute, 

And we will take him, have no doubt of it. 

Prior. But is Lord Sentioe and the other come? 
Warman. Lord Sentloe, Sir Hugh Lacy, and Sir Gil- 
bert Broughton 

Are there, and as they promised you last night, 

Will help to take him when the Sheriff comes. - 

[Exit Warman. 
Prior. Awhile, farewell, and thanks to them and you. 

Come, master Sheriff, the outlawry is proclaim’d, 

Send therefore quickly for more company, 

And at the back gate we will enter in. 

Sherif. We shall have much ado, I am afraid. 
Prior. No, they are very merry at a feast ;_ 
A feast where Marian, daughter to Lord Lacy,* 
Is troth-plighted to wasteful Huntington ; 
And at the feast, are my especial friends, 
Whom he suspects not. Come we’ll have him, man, 
And for your pains here is a hundred marks. 
Sheriff, I thank your lordship : we’ll be diligent. 
[ Exeunt. 


SCENE III. 


Enter Rosin Hoop, Lirrrie Joun following him; the 
one Earl of Huntington, the other his servant; Robin 
having his napkin on his shoulder, as if he were sud- 
denly raised from dinner. 

Robin. As I am outlaw’d from my fame and state, 

deede but a rude rayling, rimer and all his doings ridiculous; he 

used both short distances and short measures, pleasing onely to 

the popular eare : in our courtly maker we banish them utterly. Arte 

of English Poesie, 1589, p. 69. 

* It ought to be “ daughter to Fitzwater.”” The same confusion 
will be observed again afterwards. 
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Be this day outlawed from the name of days. 
Day luckless, outlaw luckless, both accurst! 
[Flengs away his napkin, hat, and sitteth down. 

Little John. Do not forget your honorable state, 
Nor the true noblesse of your worthy house. 

Robin. Do not persuade me; vain as vanity 
Are all thy comforts: I am comfortless. — 

Little John, Hear me, my lord. 

Robin. What shall | hear thee say ? 
Already hast thou said too much to hear: 
Already hast thou stabb’d me with thy tongue, 
And the wide wound with words will not be clos’d. 
Am I not outlaw’d by the Prior of York ? 
Proclaim’d in court, in city, and in town, 
A lawless person ? this thy tongue reports, 
And therefore seek not to make smooth my grief; 
For the rough storm, thy windy words have rais’d, 
Will not be calm’d, till I in grave be laid. 

Little John. Have patience yet. 

Robin. Yea, now indeed thou speakest. 
Patience hath power to bear a greater cross 
Than honour’s spoil, or any earthly loss. 

Little John. Do so, my lord. 

Robin. 1, now I would begin : 
But see, another scene of grief comes in. 

iinter Marian.* . 

Marian. Why is my lord so sad? wherefore so soon, 
So suddenly, arose-_ye from the board ? 
Alas, my Robin, what distempering grief 
Drinks up the roseate colour of thy cheeks? 
Why art thou silent? answer me my love. 

Robin. Let him, let him, let him make thee as sad. 

He hath a tongue can banish thee from joy, 
And chase thy crimson colour from thy cheeks. 
Why speak’st thou not? I pray thee, Little John, 
Let the short story of my long distress 


* Matilda is here, and elsewhere, called Marian, before in fact 
she takes that name ; and after she has assumed it, in the course of 
the play she is frequently called Matilda. 

Cc 
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Be utter’d in a word. What, mean’st thou to protract? 
Wilt thou not speak? then Marian list to me, 
This day thou wert a maid, and now a-spouse, 
Anon (poor soul) a widow thou must be ! 
Thy Robin is an outlaw, Marian ; 
His goods and lands must be extended on, 
Himself exil’d from thee, thou kept from him 
By the long distance of unnumbered miles. | 
[She sinks in his arms. 
Faint’st thou at this? speak to me Marian: 
My old love, newly met, part not so soon; 
We have a little time to tarry yet. 
Marian. If but a little time, let me not stay. 
Part we to day, then will I die to day! 
Little John. For shame my lord! with courage of a 
man, 
Bridle this over-grieving passion, 
Or else dissemble it to comfort her. 
Robin. I like thy counsel. Marian clear these clouds, 
And with the sunny beams of thy bright eyes 
Drink up these mists of sorrow that arise. 
Marian. How can I joy, when thou art banished 2 
Robin. I tell thee, love, my grief is counterfeit ; 
And I abruptly from the table rose, 
The banquet being almost at an end, 
Only to drive confused and sad thoughts 
Into the minds of the invited guests. 
For, gentle love, at great or nuptial feasts, 
With comic sports, or tragic stately plays, 
We use to recreate the feasted guests, 
Which, I am sure, our kinsfolk do expect. 
Marian. Of this what then? this seems of no effect. 
Robin. Why thus of this: as Little John can tell, 
I had bespoken quaint comedians ; 
But great John, John the prince, my liege’s brother, 
My rival, Marian, he that cross’d our love, 
Hath cross’d me in this jest,* and at the court 
* Jest is used in the same sense in The Spanish Tragedy, A. I. 


where the King exclaims :— 
But where is old Hieronimo, our marshal ? 
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Employs the players should have made us sport. 
This was the tidings brought by Little John, 
That first disturb’d me, and begot this thought 
Of sudden rising, which by this, I know, 
Hath with amazement, troubled all our guests. 
Go in, good love : thou as the chorus shalt 
Express the meaning of my silent grief, 
Which is no more but this: I only mean 
(The more to honor our right noble friends) 
Myself in person to present some scenes 
Of tragic matter, or perchance of mirth, 
Ey’n such as first shall jump with my conceit. 
Marian. May 1 be bold thou hast the worst express’d ? 
Little John. Fair mistress, all is true my lord hath said. 
Robin. {t is, it is. 
Marian. Speak not so hollow then: 
So sigh, and sadly speak true sorrowing men. 
Robin. Believe me love, believe me (1 beseech) 
My first scene tragic is, therefore tragic speech, 
And accents filling woeful action, 
I strive to get. 
I pray thee sweet go in, and with thy sight, 
Appease the many doubts that may arise. 
That done, be thou their usher, bring them to this place, 
And thon shalt see me with a lofty verse . 
Bewitch the hearers’ ears, and tempt their eyes 
To gaze upon the action that I use. 
Marian. If it be but a play, Vl play my part : 
But sure some earnest grief affrights my heart. 
Little John. Let me entreat ye, Madam, not to fear, 
For by the honesty of Little John 
It’s but a tragic scene we have in hand, 
Only to fit the humour of the Queen, 
Who is the chiefest at your troth-plight feast. 


He promis’d us, in honor of our guest, 

To grace our banquet with some pompous jest. 
Dr. Farmer in reference to the line in Richard II. A. I. scene 3. 

“ As gentle and as jocund as to jest” 
quotes the above passage from The Spanish Tragedy to shew that to 
jest “in old language means to play a part in a mask,” 


eS 


Seno oe 


i 
ij 


| 
: 


RI moon er EE —EEE——E 


ee ————— <= 


20 THE DOWNFALL OF ROBERT LV ere 


Marian. Then will I fetch her Highness and the rest. 
[ Exit. 
Robin. I, that same jealous Queen, whose doating age 
Envies the choice of my fair Marian, 
She hath a hand in this. 
- Little John. Well, what of that ? 
Now must your honor leave these mourning tunes, 
And thus by my areed you shall provide. 
Your plate and jewels I will straight pack up, 
And toward Nottingham convey them hence. 
At Rowford, Sowtham, Wortley, Hothersfield, 
Of all your cattle, money shall be made; 
And I at Mansfield will attend your coming, 
Where we’ll determine which way’s best to take. 
Robin. Well be it so, a God’s name let it be; 
And, if I can, Marian shall come with me. 
Little John. Else care will kill her. Therefore, if you 
please, 
At th’ utmost corner of the garden wall, 
Soon in the evening wait for Marian ; 
And as I go Ill tell her of the place. 
Your horses at the Bell shall ready be, 
I mean Belsavage ;*- whence as citizens, 
That meant to ride for pleasure some small way, 
You shall set forth. 
Robin. Be it as thou dost say. Farewell awhile: 
In spite of grief thy love compels me smile, 
But now our audience comes, we must look sad.+ 


* Ritson has the following note upon this sign. ‘ Thatis, the 
inn so called, upon Ludgate Hill. he modern sign, which how- 
ever seems to have been the same 200 years ago, is a bell and a wild 
man ; but the original is supposed to have been a beautiful Indian ; 
and the inscription, La belle Sauvage. Some indeed assert that the 
inn once belonged to a Lady Arabella Sauvage ; and others that its 
name originally the belle and Sauvage arose (like the George and 
Blue Boar) from the junction of two inns with those respective 
signs. Non nostrum est tantas componere lites.” Robin Hood, I. p. liv. 

+ Little John’s exit is marked here in the old copy, but it does not 
take place till afterwards: he first whispers Marian, as we are told 
immediately ; “ John” in the original standing for Little John. 
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Enter QueEN Etrnor, Marian, Senttor, Lacy, 
BrouGuTon, WarMAN Robin’s Steward. As they 
meet, Little John whispers with Marian, and exit. 

Queen Elinor. How now, my Lord of Huntington ? 

The mistress of your love, fair Marian, 

Tells us, your sudden rising trom the banquet 

Was but a humour, which you mean to purge 

In some high tragic lines, or comic jests. 

Robin. Sit down fair Queen, (the Prologue’s part is 
play’d; 

Marian hath told ye, what I bad her tell) 

Sit down Lord Sentloe, cousin Lacy sit: 

Sir Gilbert Broughton, yea, and Warman sit: 

Though you my steward be, yet for your gathering wit, 

I give you place: sit down, sit down, I say : 

God’s pity! sit : it must, it must be so, 

For you will sit, when I shall stand, I know. 

[ Scts them all down. 

And, Marian, you may,sit among the rest, 

I pray ye do, or else rise, stand apart : 

These helps shall be beholders of my smart,— 

You that with ruthless eyes my sorrows see, 

And came prepar’d to feast at my sad fall, 

Whose envy, greediness, and jealousy 

Afford me sorrow endless, comfort small, 

Know what you knew before, what you ordain’d 

To cross the spousal banquet of my love, 

That I am outlaw’d by the Prior of York, 

My traitorous uncle, and your trothless friend. 

Smile you, Queen Elinor? Jaugh’st thou, Lord Sentloe ? 

Lacy, look’st thou so blithe at my lament? 

Broughton, a smooth brow graceth your stern face , 

And you are merry, Warman, at my moan. 

The Queen except, I do you all defy! 

You are a sort* of fawning sycophants, 

That while the sun-shine of my greatness ‘dur'd, 


* 7, e. a collection or company, and not as we now use the worda 
kind “ of fawning sycophants.” See Note 4 to Gummer Gurton’s 
Needle, D. O. P. Vol. I1., and Note 15 to The Honest Whore, part II. 
Da07 Po Volalil: 
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Revelled out all my day for your delights; 
And now ye see the black night of my woe 
O’ershade the beauty of my smiling good, 
You to my grief add grief; and are agreed 
With that false Prior, to reprieve my joys 
From execution of all happiness. 
Warman. Your honor thinks not ill of me, I hope. 
Robert. Judas speaks first, with “‘ Master, is it 1?” 
No, my false steward; your accounts are true; 
You have dishonor’d me, I worshipp’d* you. 
You from a paltry pen-and-inkhorn clerk, 
Bearing a buckram satchel at your belt, 
Unto a justice place I did prefer ; 
Where you unjustly have my tenants rack’d, 
Wasted my treasure, and increas’d your store. 
Your sire contented with a cottage poor, 
Your masiership hath halls and mansions built ; 
Yet are you innocent, as clear from guilt 
As is the ravenous mastiff that hath spilt “ 
The blood of a whole flock, yet slily comes 
And couches in his kennel, with smear’d chaps. 
Out of my house! for yet my house it is, 
And follow him, ye catchpole-bribed grooms; 
For neither are ye lords, nor gentlemen, 
That will be hired to wrong a nobleman : 
For hired ye were, iast night, I know it, I, 
To be my guests, my faithless guests this day, 
That your kind host you trothless might betray. 
But hence, and help the sheriff at the door, 
Your worst attempt. Fell traitors, as you be, 
Avoid, or I will execute ye all, 
Ere any execution come at me ! [they run away. 
They ran away, so ends the tragedy. 
(aside) Marian, by Little John, my mind you know; 


If you will, do; if not, why be it so. [offers to go in. 
Queen Elinor. No words to me, Earl Robert, ere 
you go? 


* i, e. made a Justice of Peace of him, entitling him to the stile 
of Worchip. 
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Robin. Oh, to your Highness? yes; adieu, proud 
Queen; 
Had not you been, thus poor I had not been. [ Exit. 
Queen Elinor. Thou wrong’st me Robert, Earl of 
Huntington, 
And were it not for pity of this maid, 
I would revenge the words that thou hast said. 
Marian. Add not, fair Queen, distress unto distress, 
But, if you can, for pity make his less. 
Queen Elinor. I can and will forget deserving hate, 
And give him comfort in this woeful state. 
Marian, I know Earl Robert’s whole desire 
Is to have thee with him from hence away ; 
And though I lov’d him dearly to this day, 
Yet since I see he dearlier loveth thee, 
Thou shalt have all the furtherance I may. 
Tell me, fair girl, and see thou truly tell, 
Whether this night, to morrow, or next day, 
There be no ’pointment for to meet thy love ? 
Marian. There is, this night there is; I will not lie, 
And be it disappointed I shall die. 
Queen Elinor. Alas, poor soul! my son, Prince John 
my son, 
With several troops hath circuited the court, 
This house, the city, that thou canst not scape. 
Marian. 1} will away with death, though he be grim, 
If they deny me to go hence with him. 
Queen Elinor. Marian, 
Thou shalt go with him clad in my attire, 
And for ashift, V’ll put thy garments on. 
It is not me my son John doth desire, 
But Marian it is thee he doateth on. 
When thou and I are come into the field, 
Or any other place where Robin stays, 
Me in thy clothes the ambush will beset 5 
Thee in my robes they dare not once approach : 
So while with me a reasoning they stay, 
At pleasure thou with him may’st ride away. 
Marian. I am beholding to your majesty, 
And of this plot will send my Robin word. 
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Queen Elinor. Nay never trouble him, lest it breed 
Suspect : 
But get thee in, and shift of thy attire : 
My robe is loose and it wlll soon be off. 
Go, gentle Marian, I will follow thee, 
And from betrayers’ hands will set thee free. 
Marian. 1 thank your highness, but | will not trust ye: 
My Robert shali have knowledge of this shift, 
For I conceive already your deep drift. | Aside.— Exit. 
Queen Elinor. Now shall I have my will of Huntington. 
Who, taking me this night for Marian, 
Will hurry me away instead of her; 
For he dares not stand trifling to confer. 
Faith, pretty Marian, I shall meet with you,” 
And with your lovely sweetheart Robert too: 
For when we come unto a baiting place, 
Jf with like love my love he do not grace, 
Of treason capital I will accuse him, 
For trait’rous forcing me out of the court, 
And guerdon his disdain with guilty death, 
That of a prince’s love so lightly weighs. | Kxit. 


ACT IL SCENESE 


Enter Lirrite Joun fighting with the Sheriff and his 
Men ; WarMAn persuading him. 
Little John. Warman stand off ! 

Tit tattle: tell not me what ye can do: 

The goods I say are mine, and I say true. 
Warman. | say the Sheriff must see them ere they go. 
Little John. Yousay so, Warman, Little John says no. 
Sheriff. | say I must, for I am the king’s Shrieve. 
Little John. Your must is false; your office I believe. 
Watch. Down with him! down with him! 
Little John. Ye bark at me like curs, but I will down 

With twenty “stand, and who goes there’’+ of you, 


* i.e, perhaps “T shall be even with you.” So Pisaro in Haugh- 
ton’s Englishmen for my Money, says of his. three daughters 
“Well I shall find a tune to meet with them.’’—Sig. E. 2. 


+ Alluding to the challenges of the officers who are aiding and 
assisting the Sheriff. : 
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If ye stand long tempting my patience. 

Why, master Sheriff, think you me a fool? 

What justice is there you should search my trunks, 
Or stay my goods for that my master owes? 

Sheriff. Here’s Justice Warman, steward to your lord, 
Suspects some coin, some jewels, or some plate 
That ‘longs unto your lord, are in your trunks, 

And the extent is out for all his goods ; 
Therefore we ought to see none be convey’d. 

Warman. True, Little John; I am the sorrier. 

Little John. A plague upon ye else, how sore ye weep ! 
Why, say, thou upstart, that there were some help, 
Some little, little help in this distress, 

To aidour lord and master comfortless, 
Is it thy part, thou screen fac’d snotty nose, 
To hinder him that gave thee all thou hast ? 

Enter Justice WARMAN’s Wire oddly attired. 
Wife, Who’s that, husband? you, you! means he you? 
Warman. 1, by’r lady is it, I thank him. 

Wife. Ah, ye kneve you! God’s pity, husband, why 
dis no your worship send the kneve to Newgate ? 

Little John. Well, master Sheriff, shall I pass or no? 

Sheriff. Not without search. 

Little John. Then here the casket stands 
Any that dares unto it set their hands, 

Let him begin. 

Wife. Do hisband ; you are a majesty : I warrant there’s 
old knacks, chains, and other toys. . 

Little John. Butnot for you, good madam beetle-brows. 

Wife. Out upon him! By my truly, master Justice, 
and ye do not clap him up, I will sue a bill of remorse, 
and never come between a pair of sheets with ye. Such 
a kneve as this! down with him, | pray. 

[Set upon him: he knocks some down. 

Wife. Ah, good Lord! come not, near good hisband ; 
only charge him; charge him! Ah, good God ! help, help! 
Enter Prince Joun, the Bisnop or Ety, the Prior 

oF YorK, with others. All stay. 

John. What tumult have we here? who doth resist 
The king’s writs with such obstinate contempt ? 
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Wife. This kneve. 

Warman. This rebel. 

John. How now, Little John, 

Have you no more discretion than you shew ? 

Ely. Lay ho!d, and clap the traitor by the heels. 

Little John. 1 am no traitor, my good Lord of Ely. 
First hear me, then commit me, if you please. 

John. Speak and be brief. 

Inttle John. Here is a little box, 

Containing all my gettings twenty year, 

Which is mine own, and no man’s but mine own: 
This they would rifle, this J do defend, 

And about this we only do contend. 

John. You do the fellow wrong: his goods are his. 
You only must extend upon the Earl’s. 

Prior. That was, my lord, but now is Rubert Hood ; 
A simple yoeman, as his servants were. 

Wife. Back with that leg, my Lord Prior: there be 
some, that were his servants, think foul scorn to be 
called yeomen. 

Prior. I cry your worship mercy, mistress Warman: 
The squire your husband was his servant once. 

Little John. A scurvy squire, with reverence of these 

lords. 

Wife. Does he not speak treason, pray ¢ 

Ely. Sirrah ye are too saucy: get you hence. 

Warman. But hear me first, my lords, with patience. 
This scoffing, careless fellow, Little John, 

Hath loaden hence a horse ’twixt him and Much, 
A silly rude knave, Much the Miller’s son. 
Enter Mucu, Clown. 

Much. I am here to answer for myself, and have taken 
you in twolies at once: first, Much is no knave, neither 
was it ahorse Little John and I loaded, but a little cur- 
tal of some five handfuls high, sib to the ape’s only 
beast at Paris garden.* 


* Paris Garden, (or as it is printed in the old copy, Parish Gar- 
den), was a place where bears were baited and other animals kept. 
Curtal was a common term for a small horse, and that which Banks 
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Little John. But, Master Warman, you have loaded 
carts, 
And turned my lord’s goods to your proper use. 
Whoever hath the right, you do the wrong, 
And are ———— 

Wife. What is he, kneve ? 

Little John. Unworthy to be nam’d a man. 

Much. And Pll be sworn for his wife. 

Wife. 1, so thou mayst, Much. 

Much. That she sets new marks of all my old lady’s 
linen (God rest her soul) and my young lord never had 
them since. 

Wife. Out, out! I took him them but for to whiten, 
as God mend me. 

Ely. Leave off this idle talk : get ye both hence. 

Little John. 1 thank your honors: we are not in love 
With being here, 

We must seek service that are masterless. 
[Exeunt Much and Little John. 

Ely. Lord Prior of York, here’s your commission. 
You are best make speed, lest in his country houses, 

By his appointment all his herds be sold. 

Prior. | thank your honor, taking humble leave, 

[ Eat. 

Ely. And, master Warman, here’s your patent sealed 
For the High Sheriffwick of Nottingham ; 

Except the king our master do repeal 
This gift of our’s. 

John. Let him the while possess it. 

Ely. A God’s name let him; he hath my good will. 

| Evit. 

John. Well, Warman, this proud priest I cannot brook. 


owned, and which acquired so much celebrity for its sagaciousness, 
is so called by Webster, 
and some there are 

Will keep acurtal to shew juggling tricks, 

And give out ’tis a spirit. 

Vittoria Corombona, D. O. P. vol. vi. p. 243. 
Sib is related to; and perhaps the Apes oniy beast at Paris Garden, 

may apply to Banks’s poney. Dekker in his Villanies Discovered, 
620, mentions in terms ‘ Bankes his Curtal.” 


f 
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But to our other matter : send thy wife away. 

Warman. Goin, good wife, the Prince with me hath 
private conference. 

Wife. By my troth ye will anger me: now ye have 
the pattern, ye should call me nothing but Mistress 
Sheriff; for I tell you I stand upon my replications. [ Ex. 

John. Thinkest thou that Marian means 
To scape this evening hence with Robin Hood ? 

The horse-boy told me so; and here he comes, 
Disguised like a citizen, methinks. 
Warman let’s in; I’ll fit him presently : 
Only for Marian am I now his enemy. [ Hxeunt. 
Enter Roxpin lke a citizen. 
Robin. Earl John* and Warman, two good friends of 
mine: ; 
I think they knew me not, or if they did 
I care not what can follow. I am sure 
The sharpest end is death, and that will come. 
But what of death or sorrow do T dream ? 
My Marian, my fair life, my beauteous love 
Is coming, to give comfort to my grief, 
And the sly Queen, intending to deceive, 
Hath taught us how we should her sleights deceive. 
But who is this? God’s pity ! here’s Prince John. 
We shall have some good rule with him anon. 
John. Good even, sir. This clear evening should por- 
tend 
Some frost I think: how judge you honest friend ? 

Robin. I am not weather-wise ; but it may be, 
We shall have hard frost: for true charity, 
Good dealing, faithful friendship, honesty, 
Are chill-cold, dead with cold. 

John. Oh, good sir, stay, 
That frost hath lasted many a bitter day. 
Know ye no frozen hearts that are belov’d 2 

Robin. Love is a flame, a fire, that being moved, 
Still brighter grows. But say, are you beloved 2 

John. I would be, if I be not: but pass that. 
Are ye a dweller in this city, pray ? 


* In the course of the play John is sometimes called Earl John, 
and sometimes Prince John, as it seems, indifferently. 


~ 
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Robin. IT am; and for a gentlewoman stay, 
That rides some four or five mile in great haste. 
Enter Quern, Martan.* 
John. I see your labour, sir, is not in waste. 
For here come two: are either of these yours ? 
Robin. Both are—one must. 
John. Which do you most respect ? 
Robin. The youngest and the fairest I reject. 
John. Robin, I'll try you, whether ye say true. [aside. 
Robin. As you with me, so John I'll jest with you. [aside. 
Queen Elinor. Marian, let me go first to Robin Hood, 
And I will tell him what we do intend. 
Marian. Do what your highness please; your will is 
mine. 
John. My mother is with gentle Marian: 
Oh, it doth grieve her to be left behind. 
Queen Elinor. Shallwe away my Robin, lest the queen 
Betray our purpose ? sweet, let us away : 
I have great will to go, no heart to stay. 
Robin. Away with thee? No; get thee far away 
From me, foul Marian, fair though thou be nam’d; 
For thy bewitching eyes have raised storms, 
That have my name and noblesse ever sham’d ; 
Prince John, my dear friend once, is now for thee 
Become an unrelenting enemy. 
John. But lll relent and love thee, if thou leave her. 
Robin. And Elinor my sovereign’s mother, Queen, 
That yet retains true passion in her breast, 
Stands mourning yonder. Hence! I thee detest. 
I will submit me to her Majesty. 
Great Princess, if you will but ride with me, 
A little of my way, I will express 
My folly past, and humble pardon beg. 
Marian. | grant, Earl Robert, and I thank thee too. 
Queen Elinor. She’s not the queen ; sweet Robin, it is I. 
Robin. Hence, sorceress! thy beauty I defy. 
If thou have any love at all to me, 
Bestow it on Prince John; he loveth thee. 
{ Exeunt Robin, Marian. 


* It must be recollected, that the Queen and Marian have exchanged 
dresses. 
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John. And I will love thee, Robin, for this deed, 
And help thee, too, in thy distressful need. 

Queen Elinor, Wilt thou not stay nor speak, proud 

Huntington? 
Ay me! some whirlwind hurries them away. 

John. Follow him not fair love that from thee flies, 
But fly to him that gladly follows thee. 

Wilt thou not, girl? turn’st thou away from me? 
Queen Elinor. Nay, we shall have it then, 
If my quaint son his mother ’gin to court. 
John. Wilt thou not speak, fair Marian, to Prince 
John, 
That loves thee well? 

Queen Elinor. Good sir, I know you do. 

John. That can maintain thee? 

Queen Elinor. I, I know you can, 

But hitherto I have maintained you. 

John. My princely mother! 

Queen Elinor. I, my princely son. 

John. Is Marian then gone hence with Huntington ? 
a Queen Elinor. 1, sheis gone; ill may they either thrive. 
a John, Mother, they must go whom the devil drives ; 
For your sharp fury, and infernal rage, 
| Your scorn of me, your spite to Marian, 
op Your overdoating love to Huntington, 

i Hath cross’d yourself, and me it hath undone. 
Dh Queen Elinor. I in mine own deceit, have met deceit : 
A In brief the manner thus I will repeat. 

I knew, with malice that the prior of York 

Pursued Earl Robert; and I furthered it, 

Though, God can tell, for love of Huntington. 

For thus I thought, when he was in extremes, 

Need, and my love would win some good regard 

From him to me, if I reliev’d his want. 

To this end came I to the mock spouse feast ; 

To this end made I change for Marian’s weed, 

That me, for her, Earl Robert should receive : 

But now I see they both of them agreed, 

In my deceit, I might myself deceive. 
Come in with me; come in, and meditate 
How to turn love to never changing hate. 
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John. In by yourself; I pass not for your spells. 
Of youth and beauty still you are the foe: 
The curse of Rosamond rests on your head, 
Fair Rose confounded by your canker’s hate.* 
Oh! that she were not as to me she is, 
A mother, whom by nature [ must love, 
Then would I tell her, she were too, too base, 
To doat thus on a banish’d careless groom : 
Then should [ tell her, that she were too fond, 
To thrust fair Marian to an exile’s hand. 
Enter a MEsseNnGER from Ely. 
Messenger. My lord, my lord of Ely sends for you, 
About important business of the staie. 
John. Tell the proud prelate I am not dispos’d 
Nor in estate to come at his command. 
[| Smetes him; he bleeds. 
Begone with that, or tarry and take this. 
*Zwounds ! are ye listning for an after-errand ? [ Hatt Mess. 
I'll follow, with revengefu! murd’rous hate, 
The banish’d, beggar’d, bankrupt Huntington. 
Enter Simon, Earl of Leicester. 
Leicester. How now, prince John? body of me! I 
muse 
What mad moods toss ye in this busy time 
To wound the messenger that Ely sent, 
By our consents? i’faith ye did not well. 
John. Leicester, I meant it Ely, not his man: 
His servant’s head but bleeds, he headless shall 
From all the issues of his traitor neck 
Pour streams of blood, till he be bloodless left. 
By earth it shall, by heaven it shall be so! 
Leicester it shall, though all the world say no. 
Leicester. It shall, it shall; but how shall it be done ? 
Not with a stormy. tempest of sharp words, 
But slow, still speeches, and effecting deeds. 
Here comes old Lacy, and his brother Hugh: 
One is our friend, the other is not true. 


* Perhaps the proper reading is cancerous or ‘ cankerous hate,” 
but the 4to. has it as it is reprinted. 
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b Enter Lorp Lacy, Str Hueu, and his boy. 
Lacy. Hence treachor as thou art! by God’s blest 
mother ! 
a Vl lop thy legs off, though thou be my brother, 
If with thy flattering tongue thou seek to hide 
Thy traiterous purpose. Ah, poor Huntington, 
How in one hour have villains thee undone! 
Hugh. If you will not believe what I have sworn, 
Conceit your worst. My lord of Ely knows 
That what I say is true. 
Lacy. Still facest thou ? 
Draw boy, and quickly see that thou defend thee. 
Leicester. Patience Lord Lacy! get you gone Sir 
Hugh ; 
Provoke him not, tor he hath told you true: 
You know it, that I know the Prior of York, 
Together with my good lord chancellor, 
Corrupted you, Lord Sentloe, Broughton, Warman, 
To feast with Robert on his day of fall. 
Hugh. They lie that say it: I defy ye all. . 
John. Now, by the rood, thou liest. Warman him- 
| self, 
iy That creeping Judas, joy’d, and told it me. 
& Lacy. Let me, my lords, revenge me of this wretch, 
By whom my daughter and her Jove were lost. 
John. For her let me revenge: with bitter cost, 
Shall Sir Hugh Lacy and his fellows buy 
Fair Marian’s loss, lost by their treachery ; 
And thus I pay it. [Stabs him ; he falls ; boy runs in. 
Leicester. Sure payment John. 
. Lacy. There let the villain lie. 
HF For this, old Lacy honours thee, prince John: 
| One treacherous soul is sent to answer wrong. 
Enter Ery, Cugster, Orricers, Hugh, Lacy’s Boy. 
| Boy. Here, here, my lord! look where my master lies. 
hy Ely. What murd’rous hand hath kill’d this gentle 
knight, 
Good Sir Hugh Lacy, steward of my lands? 
John. Ely, | he died by this princely hand. 


A 
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_ Ely. Unprincely deed! Death asketh death you know. 
Arrest him officers. 
John. Oh, sir, I will obey. 
You will take bail, I hope. 
Chester. ’Tis more, sir, than he may. 
Leicester. Chester, he may by law, and therefore 
shall. 
Ely. Who are his bail ? 
Leicester. I. 
Lacy. And I. 
Ely. You are confederates. 
John. Holy lord, you lie. 
Chester. Be reverend, Prince John: my lord of Ely, 
You know, is Regent for his Majesty. 
John. But here are letters from his Majesty, 
Sent out of Joppa, in the Holy Land, 
To you, to these, to me, to all the state, 
Containing a repeal-of that large grant, 
And free authority to take the seal 
Into the hands of three lords temporal ; 
And the lord archbishop of Roan, he sent. 
And he shall yield it, or as Lacy lies, 
Desertfully, for pride and treason stabb’d, 
He shall ere long lie. Those that intend as I 
Follow this steely ensign, lift on high. 
[Lifts up his drawn sword. Exit, cum Leicester and 
Lacy. 
Ely. A thousand thousand ensigns of sharp steel, 
And feather’d arrows from the bow of death, 
Against proud John, wrong’d Ely will employ. 
My lord of Chester, let me have your aid, 
To lay the pride of haught* usurping John. 


* Haught, is frequently used for haughty, when the poet wants 
to abridge it of a syllable: thus Shakespeare in Richard ILI. A. II. 
sc. 3. 

«* And the Queen’s sons and brothers haught and proud.” 
He has also “ the haught Northumberland” and “the haught Pro- 
tector.” 

Kyd in Cornelia, A. IV. also has this line. 

‘* Pompey, the second Mars, whose huught renown.” 


D 


34 THE DOWNFALL OF ROBERT, [ACT II- 


Chester. Some other course than war let us bethink : 
If it may be, let not uncivil broils ‘ 
Our civil hands defile. 
Ely. God knows, that I 
For quiet of the realm would aught forbear: 
But give me leave, my noble lord, to fear, 
When one I dearly lov’d, is murdered, 
Under the colour of a little wrong, 
Done to the wasteful Earl of Huntington; - 
Whom John | know doth hate unto the death, 
Only for love he bears to Lacy’s daughter. 
Chester. My lord, it’s plain this quarrel is but pick’d 
For an inducement to a greater ill; 
But we will call the council of estate, 
At which the mother Queen shall present be: 
Thither by summons shall Prince John be call’d, 
Leicester and Lacy, who, it seems, 
Favor some factious purpose of the Prince. 
Ely. You have advised well, my lord of Chester; 


And as you counsel, so do I conclude. 
[ Exeunt. 


SCENE II. 


Enier Rosin Hoop, Maritpa, at one door; LITTLE 
Joun, and Mucu the Miuter’s Son, at another door. 


Much. Luck, I beseech thee, marry and amen! 
Blessing betide them! it be them indeed. 
Ah, my good lord, for and my little lady.* 

Robin. What, Much and John! well met in this ill 

time. 

Little John. In this good time my lord ; for being met, 
The world shall not depart us till we die. 

Matilda. Sayst thou me so, John? as I am true maid, 
If I live long, well shall thy love be paid. 

Much. Well, there be on us, simple though we stand 
here, have as much love in ’em as Little John. 


* The word for in this line is useless. 
; ive. ‘shall not separate us till we die.” See note 9 to The 
Miseries of enforced Marriage. D.O. P. v. 14. See also Mr. Gifford’s 
note to The Renegado. Massinger’s Works, II. 136. 
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Matilda. Much, I confess thou lov’st me very much, 
And I will more reward it than-with words. 

Much. Nay, I know that; but we miller’s children 
love the cog a little, and the fair speaking. 

Robin. And is it possible that Warman’s spite 
Should stretch so far, that he doth hunt the lives, 

Of bonny Scarlet, and his brother Scathlock. 

Much. Oh, I, sir: Warman came but yesterday to 
take charge of the jail at Nottingham, and this day he 
says he will hang the two outlaws. He means to set them 
at liberty. 

Matilda. Such liberty God send the peevish wretch, 
In his most need. 

Robin. Now, by my honor’s hope, 

Yet buried in the low dust of disgrace, 
He is to blame. Say, Jobn, where must they die: 

Little John. Yonder’s their mother’s house, and here 

the tree, 
Whereon, poor men, they must forego their lives: 
And yonder comes a lazy lozel* Friar, 
That is appointed for their confessor ; 
Who, when we brought your money to their mothers, 
Was wishing her to patience for their deaths. 

Enter Frtar Tuck, and Rateu, Warman’s man. 

Ralph. I am timorous, sir, that the prigioners are 
passed from the jail. 

Friar. Soft, sirrah! by my order I protest, 

Ye are too forward: ’tis no game, no jest, 
We go about. 

Robin. Matilda, walk afore 
To widow Scarlet’s house; look where it stands. 
Much, mar your lady: Little John and I 
Will come unto you thither presently. 

Much. Come, madam; my lord has "pointed the pro- 
perer man to go before ye. 

Matilda. Be careful, Robin, in this time of fear. 

[Exeunt Much, Matilda. 


* See Note 66 to Gammer Gurton’s Needle. D.O.P. Vol. ii. 
p. 48. 
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Friar. Now, by the reliques of the holy mass, 
A pretty girl, a very bonny lass. 

Robin. Friar, how lke you her? 

Friar. Marry, by my hood, 

I like her well, and wish, her nought but good. 

Ralph. Ye protract, master Friar. I obsecrate ye with 
all courtesy, omitting compliment, you would vouch, or 
deign to proceed. 

Friar. Deign, vouch, protract, compliment, obsecrate! 
Why, good-man tricks, who taught you thus to prate ? 
Your name, your name? were you never christen’d ? 

Ralph. My nomination Radulf is, or Ralph: 
Vulgars corruptly use to call me Rafe. 

Friar. Oh, foul corruption of base palliardize,* 
When idiots, witless, travail to be wise. 

Age barbarous, times impious, men vicious! 

Able to upraise, 
Men dead many days, 
That wonted to praise 
The rhimes and the lays 
Of Poets Laureate : 
Whose verse did decorate, 
And their lines ’lustrate 
Both prince and potentate. 
These, from their graves, 
See asses and knaves, 
Base idiot slaves, 
With boastings and braves, 
Offer to upfly, 
To the heavens high, 
With vain foolery, 

« And rude ribaldry. 
Some of them write 
Of beastly delight, 
Suffering their lines 
To flatter these times 


* Palliard is to be found in Dryden’s Hind and Panther : pal- 
liardize is not in very common use among our old writers. Dekker 
in his Bellman of London, 1616. Sign. D. 2, gives a description of a 
Palliard. Tuck’s exclamation looks as if it were quoted. 
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With pandarism base ; 

And lust do uncase, 

From the placket to the pap: 
God send them iil-hap! 
Some like quaint pedants, 
Good wit’s true recreants, 
Ye cannot beseech 

From pure Priscian speech. 
Divers as nice, 

Like this odd vice, 

Are word-makers daily. 
Others in courtesy, 
Whenever they meet ye ; 
With new fashions greet ye, 
Changing each congee, 
Sometime beneath knee, 
With, “ good sir, pardon me,” 
And much more foolery, 
Paltry and foppery, 
Dissembling knavery : 

Hands sometime kissing, 
But honesty missing. 

God give no blessing 

To such base counterfeiting. 


Little John. Stop, master Skelton! whither will you 


Friar. God’s pity! Sir John Eltham, Little John, 
I had forgot myself. But to our play.— 
Come, good-man fashions, let us go our way, 
Unto ae hanging business. Would, for me, 
Some rescue, or reprieve might set ther free. 


[Exeunt Friar, Ralph. 


Robin. Heard’st thou not, Little John, the Friar’s 


speech, 


Wishing for rescue, or a quick reprieve? 
Little John. He seems like a good fellow, my good 


Robin. He’s a $808 fellow, John, upon my word. 
Lend me thy horn, and get thee in to Much, 


And when I blow this horn, come both and help me. 
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Little John. Take heed my lord : that villam Warman 
knows you, 
And ten to one, he hath a writ against you. 
Robin. Fear not. 
Below the bridge a poor blind man doth dwell, 
With him I will change my habit, and disguise : 
Only be ready when I call for ye; 
For I will save their lives, if it may be. 
Little John. 1 will do what you would immediately. 


‘Enter Warman, ScarLet, and Scatuiock bound; 


Friar Tuck, as their confessor; Orricers with 
halberts. 
Warman. Master Friar, be brief; delay no time. 
Scarlet and Scathlock, never hope for life: 
Here is the place of execution, 
And you must answer law for what is done. 
Scarlet. Well, if there be no remedy, we must: 
Though it ill seemeth, Warman, thou should’st be 
So bloody to pursue our lives thus cruelly. 
Scathlock. Our mother sav’d thee from the gallows, 
Warman : - 
His father did prefer thee to thy Lord. 
One mother had we both, and both our fathers, 
To thee and to thy father, were kind friends. 
Friar. Good fellows, here you see his kindness ends: 
What he was once, he doth not now consider. 
You must consider of your many sins: 
This day, in death, your happiness begins. 
Scarlet. If you account it happiness, good Friar, 
To bear us company I you desire: 
The more the merrier; we are honest men. 
Warman, Ye were first outlaws, then ye proved 
thieves, 
And now allcarelessly ye scoff at death. 
Both of your fathers were good honest men ; 
Your mother lives, their widow, in good fame ; 
But you are scapethrifts, unthrifts, villains, knaves, 
And as ye lived by shifts shall die with shame. 
Scathlock.Warman,good words, forall your bitter deeds: 
Ill speech to wretched men is more than needs. 
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Enter Raupu, running. 

Ralph. Sir, retire ye, for it hath thus succeeded : the 
carnifex, or executor, riding on an ill curtal, hath titu- 
bated or stumbled, aud is now cripplified, with broken or 
fracted tibiards, and sending you tidings of success, 
saith yourself must be his deputy. 

Warman. Ill luck! but, sirrah, you shall serve the 

turn : 
The cords that bind them you shall hang them in. 

Ralph. How are yousgir, of me opiniated ? not to pos- 
sess your seneschalship; or shrievalty, not to be Earl of 
Nottingham, will Ralptf be nominated by the base scan- 
dalous vociferation of a hangman ! 

Enter Rosin Hoop, like an old man. 
Robin. Where is the shrieve, kind friends? I you be- 
seech, 
With his good worship let me have some speech. 
Friar. There is the sheriff father: this is he. 
Robin. Friar, good alms and many blessings! thank 
thee. 
Sir, you are welcome to this troublous shire: 
Of this day’s execution did I hear. 
Scarlet and Scathlock murder’d my young son ; 
Me have they robb’d, and helplessly undone. 
Revenge I would, but | am old and dry: 
Wherefore, sweet master for saint Charity, 
Since they are bound, deliver them to me, 
That for my son’s blood, I reveng’d may be. 
Scarlet. This old man lies: we ne’er did him such 
wrong. 
Robin. 1 do not lie; you wot it too, too well. 
The deed was such as you may shame to tell; 
But I with all entreats might not prevail 
With your stern stubborn minds, bent all to blood. 
Shall I have such revenge then, master sheriff, 
That with my son’s loss may suffice myself? 
[Robin whispers with them. 
Warman. Do, father, what thou wilt, for they must 
die. 


———— = ————— rie — - 
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Friar. I never heard them touch’d with blood till now. 
Warman. Notorious villains! and they made their 
brags, 
The Earl of Huntington would save their lives: 
But he is down the wind, as all such shall, 
That revel, waste, and spend, and take no care. 
Robin. My horn once winded, 1’ll unbind my belt, 
Whereat the swords and bucklers are fast tied. 
[To Scarlet and Scathlock. 
Scathlock. Thanks to your honour.—Father we 
confess, 
And were our arms unbound, we would upheave 
Our sinful hands with sorrowing hearts to heaven. 
Robin. I will unbind you, with the sheriff's leave. 
Warman. Do; help him Ralph: go to them master 
Friar. 
Robin. And as ye blew your horns at my son’s death, 
So will I sound your knell! with my best breath: 
} [Sounds his horn. 
i} And here’s a blade, that hangeth at my belt, 
Shall make ye feel in death what my son felt. 
Enter Lirrte Joun,and Mucu.* Fight: the Friar, 
if making as uf he helped the Sheriff, knocks down his 
men, crying, ‘* Keep the king’s peace !” 
» Ralph. Oh they must be hanged, father. 
Robin. Thy master and thyself supply their rooms. 
Warman, approach me not! tempt not my wrath, 
For if thou do, thou diest remediless. 
Warman. It is the outlaw’d Earl of Huntington. 
Down with him Friar! Oh, thou dost mistake i+ 
Fly, Ralph, we die else ! let us raise the shire. 
: [Sheriffruns away, and his men. 
Friar, Farewell.—Earl Robert, as I am true Friar, 
I had rather be thy clerk, than serve the Prior. 
Robin. A jolly fellow. Scarlet know’st thou him ? 


*In the old copy Scarlet and Scathlock are also mentioned as 
entering at this juncture, but they were on the stage before. 

t The mistake to which Warman alludes, is, that Friar Tuck takes 
part with Robin Hood, instead of assisting the Sheriff against him. 
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Scarlet. He is of York, and of Saint Mary’s cloister ; 
There where your greedy uncle is Lord Prior. 

Much. Oh, murrain on ye! have you two ’scap’d 

hanging ?* 

Hark ye, my lord: these two fellows kept at Barnsdale 
Seven year, to my knowledge, and no mant— 

Robin. Here is no biding, masters : get ye in, 
Take a short blessing at your mother’s hands. 
Much, bear them company ; make Matilda merry : 
John and myself will follow presently. 
John, on a sudden thus I am resolv’d ; 
To keep in Sherwood ’till the king’s return, 
And being outlaw’d, lead an outlaw’s life. 
(Seven years these brethren, being yeomen’s sons, 
Lived and scap’d the malice of their foes.)f{ 
How think’st thou, Little John, of my intent ? 

Little John. I like your honor’s purpose exceeding 

well. 

Robin. Nay, no more honor, I pray thee Little John ; 
Henceforth [ will be called Robin Hood. 
Matilda shall be my maid Marian. 
Come, John, friends all, for now begins the game; 
And after our deserts, so grow our fame. [ Exeunt. 


AGT. -SCENE .L. 


Enter Prince Joun, and his Lords, with Soldiers. 
John. Now is this comet shot into the sea, 
Or lies like slime upon the sullen earth. 
Come, he is dead, else should we hear of him. 
Salisbury. I know not what to think herein my lord. 


* This incident, with some variations, is related in the old ballad of 
‘Robin Hood rescuing the Widow’s three sons from the Sheriff, when 
going to be executed.” See Ritson’s Robin Hood. I. 151. 

+ The old copy has a blank here; but whether it was so in the 
original MS.; whether a line has dropped out by accident, or whether 
it was meant that Much should be suddenly interrupted by Robin 
Hood must be matter of conjecture. 

+ So printed in the old copy, as ifpart of some poetical narrative. 
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Fitzwater, Ely is not the man I took him for : 
I am afraid we shall have worse than he. 
John. Why, good Fitzwater, whence doth spring 
your fear ? 
Fiézwater, Him for his pride we justly have sup- 
press’d ; 
But prouder climbers are about to rise. 
Salisbury.Name them, Fitzwater: know youany such? 
John. Fitzwater means not any thing, I know; 
For if he did, his tongue would tell his heart. 
_Fitzwater. An argument of my free heart, my lord, 
That lets the world be witness of my thought. 
When I was taught, true dealing kept the school ; 
Deeds were sworn partners with protesting words ; 
We said and did; these say and never mean. 
This upstart protestation of no proof, 
This, “‘ I beseech you, sir, accept my love; 
Command me, use me; oh, you are to blame, 
That do neglect my everlasting zeal, 
My dear, my kind affect ;” when God can tell, 
A sudden puff of wind, a lightning flash, 
A bubble on the stream doth longer dure, 
Than doth the purpose of their promise bide. 
A shame upon this peevish, apish age, 
These crouching, hypocrite, dissembling times! 
Well, well, God rid the patrons of these crimes, 
Out of this land: I have an inward fear, 
This ill, well-seeming sin will be bought dear. 
Salisbury. My lord Fitzwater is inspired, I think. 
John. I, with some devil: let the old fool dote. 
Enter QueEN Moruer, Cuesrer, Suerirr of Kent, 
; SOLDIERS. 
Queen Mother. From the pursuing of the hateful 
priest, 
And bootless search of Ely are we come. 
John, Aud welcome is your sacred majesty ; 
And Chester welcome, too, against your will. 
Chester. Unwilling men come not without constraint ; 
But uncompell’d comes Chester to this place, 
Telling thee, John, that thou art much to blame, 
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To chase hence Ely, chancellor to the king; 
To set thy footsteps on the cloth of state, 
And seat thy body in thy brother’s throne. 
Salisbury. Who should succeed the brother, but the 
brother ? 
Chester. If one were dead, one should succeed the 
other. 
Queen Mother. My son is king, my son then ought to 
reign. 
Flats One sonis king ; thestate allows not twain. 
Salisbury. The subjects many years the king have 
miss’d. 
Chester, But subjects must not chuse what king they 
list. 
Queen Mother. Richard hath conquer’d kingdoms 
in the east. 
Fitzwater. A sign he will not lose this in the west. 
Salisbury. By Salisbury’s honor, I will follow John. 
Chester. So Chester will, to shun commotion. 
Queen Mother. Why, John shall be but Richard’s 
deputy. 
Fitzwater. To that Fitzwater gladly-doth agree. 
And look to’t lady, mind king Richard’s love; 
As you will answer’t, do the king no wrong. 
Queen Mother. Well said, old conscience, you keep 
still one song. 
John. In your contentious humours, noble lords, 
Peers, and upholders of the English state, 
John silent stood, as one that did await 
What sentence ye determin’d for my life: 
But since you are agreed, that I shall bear 
The weighty burthen of this kingdom’s state, 
Till the return of Richard, our dread king, 
I do accept the charge; and thank you all, 
That think me worthy of so great a place. 
All. We all confirm you Richard’s deputy. 
Salisbury. Now shall | plague proud Chester. 
Queen Mother. Sit you sure, Fitzwater. 
Chester. For peace I yield to wrong. 
John, Now, old man, for your daughter. 
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Fitzwater. To see-wrong rule, my eyes run streams 
of water. [A noise within. 
Enter CoLurERs, crying “ a monster.” 

Colliers. A monster! a monster! bring her out Robin: 
a monster! a monster! : 

Salisbury. Peace, gaping fellow! know’st thou where 

thou art ? 

First Collier. Why, I am in Kent, within a mile of 

Dover. 
’S blood, where I am! peace, and a gaping fellow! 
For all your dagger, wert not for your ging,* 
I would knock my whipstock on your addle head. 
Come, out with the monster, Robin. 
Within. Icome,I come. Help me, she scratches ! 
First Collier. Pll gee her the lash. Come out, ye bearded 
witch. [Bring forth Ely, with a yard in his hand 
and linen cloth, dressed like a woman. 

Ely. Good fellows, let me go! there’s gold to drink 

I am a man, though in a woman’s weeds. 
Yonder’s Prince John: I pray ye let me go. 
Queen Mother. What rude companions have we yonder, 
Salisbury ? 

First Collier. Shall we take his money ? 

Second Collier. No, no: this is the thief that robbed 
master Mighels, and came in like a woman in labour, I 
warrant ye. 

Salisbury. Who have ye here, honest Colliers ? 

Second Colter. A monster, a monster! a woman with 
a beard, a man in a petticoat. A monster, a monster ! 

Salisbury. What my good Lord of Ely, is it you ?— 
Ely is taken, here’s the Chancellor! 

‘irst Collier. Pray God we be not hanged for this trick. 

Queen Mother. What, my good lord! 

Ely. I, I, ambitious lady. 

John. Who? my Lord Chancellor ? 

Ely. I, you proud usurper. 

Salisbury. What, is your surplice turned to a smock ? 

Ely. Peace, Salisbury, thou changing weathercock. 


* i.e. gang. So written by Milton, Jonson, and many of our best 
authors. 
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Chester. Alas, my Lord, I grieve to see this sight. 
Ely. Chester, it will be day for this dark night. 
Fitzwater. Ely, thou wert the foe to Huntington : 
Robin thou knew’st was my adopted son. 
Oh, Ely, thou to him wert too, too cruel ! 
With him fled hence Matilda, my fair jewel. 
For their wrong, Ely, and thy haughty pride, 
I help’d Earl John; but now I see thee low, 
At thy distress my heart is full of woe. 
Queen Mother. Needs must I see Fitzwater’s overthrow. 
John, I affect him not, he loves not thee : 
Remove him John, lest thou removed be. 
John. Mother, let me alone; by one and one, 
I will not leave one that envies our good. 
My lord of Salisbury, give these honest colliers, 
For taking Ely, each a hundred marks. 
Salisbury. Come, fellows; go with me. 
Colliers. Thank ye faith. Farewell, monster. 
[Exeunt Salisbury, Colliers. 
John. Sheriff of Kent, take Ely to your charge. 
From Shrieve to Shrieve send him to Nottingham, 
Where Warman, by our patent, is high shrieve. 
There, as a traitor, let him be close kept, 
And to his trial we will follow straight. 
Ely. A traitor, John! 
John. Do not expostulate : 
You at your trial shall have time to prate. 
[Exeunt cum Ely. 
Fitzwater. God, for thy pity, what a time is here ! 
John. Right gracious mother, would yourself and 
Chester, 
Would but withdraw you for a little space, 
While I confer with my good lord Fitzwater ? 
Queen. My lord of Chester, will you walk aside? 
Chester. Whither your highness please, thither I will. 
[Exeunt Chester and Queen. 
John. Soldiers, attend the person of our mother. 
[ Exeunt Soldiers. 
Noble Fitzwater, now we are alone, 
What oft I have desir’d I will entreat, 
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Touching Matilda, fled with Huntington. 
Fitzwater. Of her what would you touch ? Touching 
her flight, 
She is fled hence with Robert, her true knight. 
John. Robert is outlaw’d, and Matilda free; 
Why through his fault, should she exiled be ? 
She is your comfort, all your age’s bliss ; 
Why should your age so great a comfort miss? 
She is all England’s beauty, all her pride ; 
In foreign lands why should that beauty bide ? 
Call her again, Fitzwater, call again 
Guiltless Matilda, beauty’s sovereign. 
Fitzwater. I grant, Prince John, Matilda was my joy, 
And the fair sun that kept old winter’s frost, 
From griping dead the marrow of my bones; 
And she is gone, yet where she is, God wot, 
Aged Fitzwater truly guesseth not. 
But where she is, there is kind Huntington; 
With my fair daughter is my noble son. 
If he may never be recall’d again, 
To call Matilda back it is in vain, 
John. Living with him, she lives in vicious state, 
For Huntington is excommunicate; 
And till his debts be paid, by Rome’s decree, 
It is agreed, absolv’d he cannot be; 
And that can never be: so never wife, 
But in a loath’d adulterous beggar’s life, 
Must fair Matilda live. This you may amend, 
And win Prince John your ever during friend. 
Fitzwater. As how? as how ? 
John. Call her from him: bring her to England’s 
court, 
Where like fair Phoebe, she may sit as queen, 
Over the sacred, honorable maids, 
That do attend the royal Queen, my mother. 
There shall she live a Prince’s Cynthia, 
And John will be her true Endymion. 
Fitzwater, By this construction she should be the 
moon, 
And you would be the man within the moon. 
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John. A pleasant exposition, good Fitzwater : 
But if it so fell out, that I fell in, 
You of my full joys should be chief partaker. 
Fitzwater. John, | defy thee! by my honor’s hope, 
I will not bear this base indignity ! 
Take to thy tools! think’st thou a nobleman 
Will be a pandar to his proper child ? 
For what intend’st thou else, seeing I know 
Earl Chepstow’s daughter is thy married wife. 
Come, if thou be a right Plantagenet, 
Draw and defend thee. Oh, our lady, help 
True English lords, from such a tyrant lord! 
What, dost thou think I jest? Nay, by the rood, 
T’ll lose my life, or purge thy lustful. blood. 
John. What my old ruffian, lie at your ward %* 
Have at your froward bosom, old Fitzwater. 

; [Fight: John falls. 
Enter Quen, CHEsTEeR, SALISBURY, hasiily. 
Fitzwater. Oh, that thou wert not royal Richard’s 

brother, 
Thou should’st here die in presence of thy mother. 
[John rises: all compass Fitzwater ; Fitzwater chafes. 
What, is he up? Nay, lords, then, give us leave. 
Chester. What means this rage, Fitzwater ? 
Queen. Lay hands upon the Bedlam, trait’rous 
wretch ! 
John. Nay, hale him hence! and hear you, old 
Fitzwater : 
See that you stay not five days in the realm, 
For if you do, you die remediless. 
Fitzwater. Speak, lords: do you confirm what he 
hath said ? 
All. Ye is our prince, and he must be obey’d. 
Fitzwater. Hearken, Earl John: but one word will I 
say. 


* To lie at the ward was, and is still, a term in fencing: thus 
Fairfax, translating the fight between Tancred and Argantes in the 
6th book of Tasso’s Jerusalem Delivered, says, 

“ Close at his swrest ward, each champion lieth.” 
Godfrey of Bulloigne, 1600. 
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John. | will not hear thee; neither will I stay. 
Thou know’st thy time. [ Exit John. 

Fitzwater. Will not your highness hear ? 

Queen. No: thy Matilda robb’d me of my dear. 

[ Exit Queen. 
Fitzwater. I aided thee in battle, Salisbury. 
Salisbury. Prince John is mow’d; I dare not sta 

_ with thee. [Exit Salisbury.* 
Fitzwater. ’Gainst thee and Ely, Chester, was I foe, 

And dost thou stay to aggravate my woe ? 
Chester. No, good Fitzwater ; Chester doth lament 
Thy wrong, thy sudden banishment. 
Whence grew the quarrel ’twixt the prince and thee? 
Fitzwater. Chester, the devil tempted old Fitzwater 
To be a pandar to his only daughter ; 
And my great heart, impatient, fore’d my hand, 
In my true honor’s right to challenge him. 
Alas, the while! wrong will not be reprov’d. 
Chester. Farewell, Fitzwater: wheresoe’er thou be, 
By letters, I beseech thee, send to me. [ Exit Chester. 
Fitzwater. Chester, I will, I will. 
Heavens turn to good, this woe, this wrong, this ill. 
[ Exit. 


SCENE II. 


Enter ScaTHLOCK and ScaRLet, winding their horns 
at several doors. To them enter Ronin Hoop, Ma- 
TILDA, all in green, ScaTHLocK’s MorHer, Mucu, 
Litttr Joun: all the men with bows and arrows. 

Robin Hood. Widow, I wish thee homeward now to 
wend, 

Lest Warman’s malice work thee any wrong. 

Widow. Master, I will; and mickle good attend 
On thee, thy love, and all these yeomen strong. 
Matilda. Forget not, widow, what you promis’d me. 
Much. Oh, I, mistress; for God’s sake let’s have 
Jenny. : 


* The exit of Salisbury is not marked, but it of course takes place 
here. 
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‘idow. You shall have Jenny sent you with all 
speed. 
Sons farewell, and by your mother’s reed, 
Love well your master: blessing ever fall 
On him, your mistress, and these yeomen tall, —[ Ezzt. 
Much. God be with you mother: have much mind I 
pray on Much your son, and your daughter Jenny. 
Robert. Wind once more, jolly hunstmen, all your 
horns ; 
Whose shrill sound, with the echoing wood’s assist, 
Shall ring a sad knell for the fearful deer, 
Before our feather’d shafts, death’s winged darts, 
Bring sudden summons for their fatal ends. 
Scarlet. It’s full seven year since we were outlaw’d 
first, 
And wealthy Sherwood was our heritage: 
For all those years we reigned uncontroll’d, 
From Barnsdale shrogs, to Nottingham’s red cliffs ; 
At Blithe and Tickhill were we welcome guests. 
Good George-a-Greene at Bradford was our friend, 
And wanton Wakefield’s Pinner* lov’d us well. 
At Barnsley dwells a Potter tough and strong, 
That never brook’d we brethren should have wrong. 
The nuns of Farnsfield, (pretty nuns they be) 
Gave napkins, shirts, and bands to him and me. 
Bateman of Kendall, gave us Kendall green, 
And Sharpe of Leeds, sharp arrows for us made: 
At Rotheram dwelt our bowyer, God him bliss ; 
Jackson he hight, his bows did never miss. 
This for our good; our scathe let Scathlock tell, 
In merry Mansfield how it once befel. 


*Itseems singular that the author of this play should confound two 
such persons as the Shoemaker of Bradford, who made all comers 
** vail their staves,’’ and George-a-Greene the Pinner of Wakefield, 
yet such is the case inthe text. The exploits of both are celebrated in 
the play of The Pinner of Wakefield (D. O.P. vol. III.) which seems to 
have been popular. Nevertheless Henslowe in his MSS. speaks 
of George-a-Greene as one dramatic piece, and of The Pinner of 
Wakefield as another, as if they were two distinct heroes. See 
Malone’s Shakespeare by Boswell I{I. 300. Munday also’ makes 
Scathlock and Scarlet two separate persons. ; 
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Scathlock. In merry Mansfield, on a wrestling day, 
Prizes there were, and yeomen came to play ; 
My brother Scarlet and myself were twain. 
Many resisted, but it was in vain, 
For of them all we won the mastery, 
And the gilt wreaths were given to him and me. 
There by Sir Doncaster of Hothersfield 
We were bewray’d, beset, and fore’d to yield, 
And so borne bound, from thence to Nottingham, 
Where we lay doom’d to death, till Warman came. 
Robert. Of that enough. What cheer, my dearest 
love ? 
Much. Oh, good cheer anon, sir; she shall have 
venison her bellyful. 
Matilda. Matilda is as joyful of thy good, 
As joy can make her: how fares Robin Hood ? 
Robin. Well my Matilda, and if thou agree, 
Nothing but mirth shall wait on thee and me. 
Matilda. Oh God, how full of perfect mirth were I 
To see thy grief turn’d to true jollity! 
Robin. Give me thy hand; now God’s curse on 
me light, 
If I forsake not grief, in grief’s despite. 
Much, make a cry, and yeomen stand ye round: 
I charge ye never more let woeful sound 
Be heard among ye; but whatever fall, 
Laugh grief to scorn, and so make sorrows small, 
Much, makeacry, and loudly: Little John.— 
Much. Oh God, Oh God! help, help, help! I am 
undone, I am undone! 
Little John. Why how now Much? peace, peace, 
you roaring slave. 
Much. My master bid me cry and I will cry till he 
bid me leave. Help, help, help! I, marry will I. 
Robin. Peace, Much. Read on the articles good 
John. 
Little John. First, no man must presume to call 
our master . 
By name of Earl, Lord, Baron, Knight, or Squire; 
But simply by the name of Robin Hood. 
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Robin. Say, yeomen, to this order will ye yield ? 
All. We yield to serve our master Robin Hood. 
Litile John. Next, ’tis agreed (if thereto she agree) 
That fair Matilda henceforth change her name, 
And while it is the chance of Robin Hood 
To live in Sherwood a poor outlaw’s life, 
She by maid Marian’s name be only call’d. 
Matilda. I am contented; read on Little John: 
Henceforth let me be nam’d Maid Marian. 
Little John. Thirdly, no yeoman, following Robin 
Hood 
In Sherwood, shall use widow, wife, or maid ; 
But by true labour lustful thoughts expel. 
Robin. How like ye this ? 
All, Master, we like it well. 
Much, ButI cry no to it. What shall I do with 
Jenny then? 
Scarlet. Peace, Much: go forward with the orders, 
fellow John. 
Little John. Fourthly, no passenger with whom ye 
meet, 
Shall ye let pass till be with Robin feast ; 
Except a post, a carrier, or such folk 
As use with food to serve the market towns. 
All. An order which we gladly will observe. 
Litile John, Fifthly, you never shall the poor man 
wrong, 
Nor spare a priest, a usurer, or a clerk. 
Much. Nor a fair wench, meet we her in the dark, 
Little John. Lastly, you shall defend with all your 
power 
Maids, widows, orphans, and distressed men. 
All. All these we vow to keep as we are men. 
Robin. Then wend ye to the Greenwood merrily, 
And let the light roes bootless from ye run. 
Marian and J, as sovereigns of your toils, 
Will wait, within our bower, your bent bows spoils. 


Much, Vll among them master. 
[ Exeunt, winding their horns. 
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Robin. Marian, thou seest though courtly pleasures 
want, 


_ Yet country sport in Sherwood is not scant : 


For the soul-ravishing delicious sound 

Of instrumental music, we have found 

The winged quiristers, with divers notes 

Sent from their quaint recording* pretty throats, 

On every branch that compasseth our bower, 

Without command contenting us each hour. 

For arras hangings, and rich tapestry, 

We have sweet nature’s best embroidery. 

For thy steel glass, wherein thou wont’st to look, 

Thy crystal eyes gaze in a crystal brook. 

At court.a flower or two did deck thy head, 

Now with whole garlands is it circled. 

For what in wealth we want, we have in flowers, 

And what we lose in halls, we find in bowers. 

_Marian. Marian hath all, sweet Robert, having thee, 

And guesses thee as rich in having me. 

Robin. I am indeed; 

For having thee, what comfort can I need ? 
Marian. Go in, go in. 

To part such true love, Robin, it were sin. [ Exeunt. 
Enter Prior, Sir DoncastTER, FRIAR Tuck. 
Prior. 'To take his body, by the blessed rood, 

’Twould do me more than any other good. 

Doncaster. Oh, ’tis an unthrift, still the Church- 
men’s foe; 

An ill end will betide him, that I know. 

"Twas he that urged the king to ’sess the clergy 

When to the holy land he took his journey ; 

And he it is that rescued those two thieves, 

Scarlet and Scathlock, that so many grieves 


~ * To record, as applied to birds, is synonymous to the verb to 
ing: thus in The Spanish Tragedy, Act ii. 

“‘ Hark, madam, how the birds record by night.” 
Shakespeare so employs the word in his Two Gentlemen of Verona - 
A. v. Sc, 4. and in the notes upon the passage more than sufficient 
instances are collected. 
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To churchmen did: and now, they say, 
He keeps in Sherwood, and himself doth play 
The lawless reaver :* hear you, my lord Prior, 
He must be taken, or it will be wrong. 

Tuck. 1,1, soon said; 
But ere he be, many will lie dead, 
Except it be by sleight. 

Doncaster. I, there, there, Friar. 

Tuck. Give me my lord, your execution.— 
The widow Scarlet’s daughter, lovely Jenny, 
Loves, and is belov’d of Much, the miller’s son, 
If I can get the girl to go with me, 

Disguis‘d in habit like a pedlar’s mort,+ 
I'll serve this execution, on my life, 
And single out a time alone to take 


Robin, that often careless walks alone. . 


Why, answer not; remember what I said: 
Yonder, I see, comes Jenny, that fair maid. 
If we agree, then back me soon with aid. 
Enter JENNY with a fardel. 
Prior. Tuck, if thou do it 
Doncaster. Pray you do not talk : 
As we were strangers let us careless walk. 
Jenny. Now to the green wood wend I, God me 
speed. 
Tuck. Amen, fair maid, and send thee, in thy need, 
Much, that is born to do thee much good deeds. 
Jenny. Are you there Friar? nay then i’faith we 
have it. 
Tuck. What wench? my love? 
Jenny. I, gi’t me when I crave it. 
Tuck. Unask’d I offer; prithee, sweet girl, take it. 
Jenny. Gifts stink with proffer: foh! Friar, I for- 
sake it. 


* The 4to. reads “ the lawless Rener,” but it isa misprint for 
Rever or Reaver. 

{ Mort was the old cant word for a wench, and was synonymous 
with dory, which is still sometimes in use. An explanation, for 
ay as require it, may be found in Dekkar’s Bellman of London 

ig. N._ 
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Tuck. I will be kind. 

Jenny. Will not your kindness kill her? 
Tuck. With love? 

Jenny. You cog. 

Tuck. Tut, girl, Iam no miller: 


’ Hear in your ear : 


Doneaster. The Friar courts her. [Standing behind. 
Prior. Tush, let them alone ; 
He is our Lady’s Chaplain, but serves Joan: 
Doncaster. Then, from the Friar’s fault, perchance, 
it may be 
The proverb grew, Joan’s taken for my lady. 
Prior. Peace, good Sir Doncaster, list to the end. 
Jenny. But mean ye faith and troth? shall I go 
wi ye? 
Tuck. Upon my faith, I do tend good faith. 
Jenny. And shall I have the pins and laces too, 
If I bear a pedlar’s pack with you? 
Tuck. As Tam holy Friar, Jenny thou shalt. 
Jenny. Well, there’s my hand; see, Friar, you do 
not halt. 
Tuck. Go but before into the miry mead, 
And keep the path that doth to Farnsfield lead; 
I'll into Southwell and buy all the knacks, 
That shall fit both of us for Pedlar’s packs. 
Jenny. Who be they two that yonder walk, I 
ray ? 
Tuck. Jenny, I know not: be they what they may, 
Scare not for them; prithee do not stay, 
But make some speed, that we were gone away. 
Jenny. Well Friar, I trust you that we go to Sher- 


wood. 
Tuck. I, by my beads, and unto Robin Hood. 
Jenny. Make speed, good Friar. | lixtt Jenny. 
Tuck. Jenny, do not fear. 
Lord Prior, now you hear, 


As much as I. Get me two pedlar’s packs, 
Points, laces, looking glasses, pins and knacks ; 
And let Sir Doncaster with some wight lads 
Follow us close, and ere these forty hours, 
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Upon my life, Earl Robert shall be ours, 
Prior. Thou shalt have any thing, my dearest 
Friar; 
And in amends I’ll make thee my Sub-prior. 
Come, good Sir Doncaster, and if we thrive, 
We'll frolic with the nuns of Leeds belive.* [ Exeunt. 
Enter Fitzwater like an old man, 
Fitzwater. Well did he write, and mickle did he 
know, 
That said this world’s felicity was woe, 
Which greatest states can hardly undergo. 
Whilom Fitzwater in fair England’s court 
Possess’d felicity and happy state, 
And in his hall blithe fortune kept her sport, 
Which glee one hour of woe did ruinate. 
Fitzwater once had castles, towns, and towers, 
Fair gardens, orchards, and delightful bowers ; 
But now nor garden, orchard, town, nor tower, 
Hath poor Fitzwater left within his power. 
Only wide walks are left me in the world, 
Which these stiff limbs will hardly let me tread ; 
And, when I sleep, heaven’s glorious canopy 
Me and my mossy couch doth overspread. 
Of this injurious John cannot bereave me; 
The air and earth he(while I live) must leave me ; 
But from the English air and earth, poor man, 
His tyranny hath, ruthless, thee exiled. 
Yet ere J leave it, Pll do what I can 
To see Matilda, my fair luckless child. 
[Curtains open: Robin Hood sleeps on a green bank, 
and Marian strewing flowers on him. 
And in good time see where my comfort stands, 


* Mr. Todd in his Dictionary thus explains the word belive: 
‘*‘ Speedily, quickly ; it is still common in Westmoreland for pre- 
sently, which sense, implying a little delay, like our expression of 
by and by, was formerly the general acceptation of the word.” Spen- 
ser uses it not unfrequently, 
‘* Perdie, Sir Knight,” said then th’enchanter b’live, 
“‘ That shall I shortly purchase to your hond.” 
F. Q. Book II. c. 3. st. 18. 


ee i sa 


ae : 


er 
are 


56 THE DOWNFALL OF ROBERT, [ACT 111. 


And by her lies dejected Huntington. 
Look how my flower holds flowers in her hands, 
And flings those sweets upon my sleeping son. 
I'll close mine eyes as if I wanted sight, 
That I may see the end of their delight. 
[Goes knocking with his staff. 
Marian. What aged man art thou? or by what 
chance 
Cam’st thou thus far into the wayless wood ? 
Fitzwater. Widow, or wife, or maiden if thou be, 
Lend me thy hand; thou seest I cannot see : 
Blessing betide thee, little feel’st thou want; 
With me, good child, food is both hard and scant. 
These smooth even veins assure me he is kind, 
Whate’er he be, my girl, that thee doth find. 
I, poor and old, am reft of all earth’s good, 
And desperately am crept into this wood 
To seek the poor man’s patron, Robin Hood. . 
Marian. And thou art welcome: welcome, aged 
man, 
I, ten times welcome to Maid Marian. 
Sit down, old father, sit, and call me daughter. 
Oh God, how like he looks to old Fitzwater! [Runs in. 
Fitzwater. Is my Matilda call’d Maid Marian? 
I wonder why her name is changed thus. 
[Marian brings wine, meat. 
Marian. Here’s wine to cheer thy heart; drink 
aged man : 
There’s ven’son and a knife, here’s manchet* fine: 
Drink good old man, I pray you, drink more wine. 
My Robin stirs; I must sing him asleep. 
Robin. Nay, you have wak’d me Marian with your 
talk. 
What man is that is come within our walk ? 
Marian. An aged man,a silly sightless man, 
Near pin’d with hunger: see how fast he eats. 


* Manchet is fine white bread: panis candidior et purior. See 
Note 29 to The Honest Whore, Part I. D. O. P. iii. 250, where Ju- 
nius’s Etymologicon is quoted. 
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Robin. Much good may’t do him: never is good 
- meat 
[ll spent on such a stomach. Father, proface ;* 
To Robin Hood thou art a welcome man. ; 
Fitzwater. I thank you, master. Are you Robin 
Hood? 
Robin. Father, Iam. 
Fitzwater. God give your soul much good, 
For this good meat Maid Marian hath given me. 
But hear me, master, can you tell me news, 
Where fair Matilda is, Fitzwater’s daughter ? 
Robin. Why, here she is; this Marian is she. 
Fitzwater. Why did she change her name ? 
Robin. What’s that to thee ? 
Fitzwater. Yes, I could weep for grief that it is so, 
But that my tears are all dried up with woe. 
Robin. Why, she is called Maid Marian, honest 
friend, 
Because she livesa spotless maiden life; 
And shall, till Robin’s outlaw life have end, 
That he may lawfally take her to wife; 
Which, if king Richard come, will not be long, 
For in his hand is power to right our wrong. 
Fitzwater, It it be thus, I joy in her name’s change: 
So pure love in these times is very strange. 
Marian. Robin, I think it is my aged father. 
Robin. Tell me, old man, tell me, in courtesy, 
Are you no other than you seem to be ? 
Fitzwater. I am a wretched aged man, you see, 
If you will do me aught for charity : 
Further than this, sweet, do not question me. 


Robin. You shall have your desire. But what be 
these ? 


* It seems agreed by the commentators on the word proface, 
(which Shakespeare uses in Henry IV. Part Il. A. V. scene 3.) 
that it means in fact what Robin Hood has already said, ‘‘ Much 
good may itdo you.” It is disputed whether it be derived from the 
-French or the Italian ; Mr. Todd gives prouface as the etymology, 
and Malone pro vi faccia, but in fact they are one and the 
same. Itoccurs in The Widow’s Tears, A. IV. scene 1. where Ero is 
eating and drinking in the tomb. 
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Enter Friar Tuck, and Jenny, like pedlars. 


singing. 
What lack ye? what lack ye? 
What is it you will buy ? 
Any points, pins, or laces, 
Any laces, points, or pins ? 
Fine gloves, fine glasses, 
Any busks or masks ? 
Or any other pretty things ? 
Come, cheap for love, or buy for money. 
Any coney, coney skins ? 
For laces, points, or pins? 
Fair maids come chuse or buy. 
I have pretty poking sticks, * 
And many other tricks, 
Come, choose for love or buy for money. 


Robin. Pedlar, I prithee set thy pack down here : 
Marian shal! buy if thou be not too dear. 

Tuck. Jenny, unto thy mistress skew thy pack. 
Master, for you I have a pretty knack, 
From far I brought, please you see to the same. 


[Exeunt Robin Hood, Marian, aud Fitzwater. 


Enter Str DoncastTER, and others, weaponed. : 
Friar. Sir Doncaster, are not we pedlar-like ? 
Doncaster. Yes, passing fit; and yonder Is the 


bower. 


I doubt not we shall have him in our power. 
Friar. You and your company were best stand close. 
Doncaster. What shall the watchword be to bring 


us forth ? 


Friar. Take it, I pray, though it be much more worth : 
When I speak that aloud, be sure I serve 
The execution presently on him. 


* The 4to. terms them “ poting sticks,” andso sometimes they 
were called, instead of ‘‘ poking sticks.” They were used to plait 
and set ruffs, aud are sufficiently described im D. O. P, vol. iii. p. 
447, (note.) 

+ The old copy here repeats, in part, the preceding stage direction, 
viz. ‘‘Enter Friar, like a Pedler, and Jenny,” which must be an error, 
as they are already on the stage: in fact only Sir Doncaster and his 
armed followers enter. The exit of Robin Hood, with Marian and 
Fitzwater, is not noticed. 
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Doncaster. Friar, look to ’t. 
Friar. Now, Jenny, to your song. (Sings. 
Enter Marian, Rosin. 
Marian. Pedlar, what pretty toys have you to sell? 
Friar. Jenny, unto our mistress shew your ware. 
Marian, Come in, good woman. [ Exeunt. 
Friar. Master, look here, 
And God give ear, 
So mote I thie,* 
To her and me, 
If ever we, 
Robin to thee, 
That art so free, 
Mean treachery. 
Robin. On, pedlar, to thy pack ; 
If thou love me, my love thou shalt not lack. 
Friar. Master, in brief, 
There is a thief, 
That seeks your grief, 
God send relief, 
To you in need; 
For a foul deed, 
If not with speed 
You take good heed, 
There is decreed. 
In yonder brake 
There lies a snake, 
That means to take, 
Out of this wood, 
The yeoman good, 
Call’d Robin Hood. 
Robin. Pedlar, I prithee be more plain. 
What brake ? what snake? what trap ? what train? 
Friar. Robin, I am a holy friar, 
Sent by the prior, 
Who did me hire, 
For to conspire 
Thy endless woe, 
And overthrow : 


* i.e. thrive. See D. O» P. xii. 320 (note). 
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But thou shalt know, 
I am the man 
Whom little John, 
From Nottingham, 
Desir’d to be 
A clerk to thee; 
For he to me, 
Said thou wert free, 
And I did see 
Thy honesty, 
From gallow-tree, 
When thou didst free, 
Scathlock and Scarlet certainly.* 
Robin. Why then it seems that thou art Friar Tuck. 
Friar. Master, I am. 
Robin. I pray thee, friar, say, 
What treachery 1s meant to me this day? 
Friar, First wind your horn ; then draw your sword. 
[Robin winds has horn. 
For | have given a friar’s word, 
To take your body prisoner, 
And yield you to Sir Doncaster, 
The envious priest of Hothersfield, 
Whose power your bushy wood doth shield ; 
But I will die ere you shall yield. 
Enter Lirrie Joun, &c. 
And sith your yeomen do appear, 
I'll give the watchword without fear. 
Take it, I pray thee, though it be more worth. 
Rush inSir Doncaster with his crew. 
Doncaster. Smite down! lay hold on outlaw’d 
Huntington ! 
Little John, Soft, hot spurr’d priest, tis not so quick- 
ly done. 
Doncaster. Now, out alas! the friar and the maid, 
Have to false thieves Sir Doncaster betray’d. 
[ Exeunt omnes.+ 


* The rhime is made out by reading certainly, but the old 
copy has it certain. 
+ This stage direction, like many others, is not marked 


So -A%| EARL OF HUNTINGTON. 61 


ACT IV. SCENE I. 


Enter Jonn, crowned, QureEN. Evinor, CuHuester, 
Satispury, Lorp Prior, Sit down all: Warman 
stands. 


John. As God’s vicegerent John ascends this throne, 
His head impal’d with England’s diadem,* 
And in his hand the awful rod of rule, 
Giving the humble place of excellence, 
And to the low earth casting down the proud. 
Queen. Such upright rule is in each realm allow’d. 
John. Chester, you once were Ely’s open friend, 
And yet are doubtful whether he deserve 
A public trial for his private wrongs. 
Chester. I still am doubtful, whether it be fit 
To punish private faults with public shame 
In such aperson as Lord Ely is. 
Prior. Yes, honourable Chester, more it fits 
To make apparent sins of mighty men, 
And on their persons sharply to correct 
A little fault, a very small defect, 
Than on the poor to practise chastisement : 
For if a pocr man die, or suffer shame, 
Only the poor and vile respect the same ; 
But if the mighty fall, fear then besets 
The proud heart of the mighty ones, his mates: 
They think the world is garnished with nets, 
And traps ordained to entrap their states ; 
Which fear in them begets a fear of ill, 
And makes them good, contrary to their will. 
John. Your lordship hath said right. Lord Sa- 
lisbury, 
Is not your mind as ours concerning Ely? 
Salisbury. Ijudge him worthy of reproof and shame. 
John. Warman, bring forth your prisoner, Ely, the 
Chancellor ; 


* So in Henry VI. Pt. 3. Act 3. Sc. 3. “ Did I impale him with 
the regal crown ?”’ This use of the word is common. 
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And with him bring the seal that he detains. 
Warman, why goest thou not? 
Warman. Be good to me, my lord. 
John. What hast thou done? 
Warman. Speak for me, my Lord Prior : 
All my good lords entreat his grace for me. 
Ely, my lord— 
John. Why, where is Ely, Warman ? 
Warman. Fled to-day: this misty morning he is 
fled away. 
John, Oh, Judas! whom nor friend, nor foe may 
trust, 
Think’st thou with tears and plaints to answer this? 
Do I not know thy heart? do I not know, 
That bribes have purchas’d Ely this escape ? 
Never make antic faces, never bend 
With feigned humbless thy still crouching knee, 
But with fix’d eyes unto thy doom attend. 
Villain! I'll plague thee for abusing me. 
Go hence; and henceforth never set thy foot 
In house or field thou didst this day possess. 
Mark what I say : advise thee to look to ’t, 
Or else, be sure, thou diest remediless. 
Nor from those houses see that thou receive 
So much as shall sustain thee for an hour, 
But as thou art, go where thou canst ; get friends, 
And he that feeds thee be mine enemy. 
Warman. Oh, my good lord! 
John. Thou thy good lord betrayd’st, 
And all the world for money thou wilt sell. 
Warman. What says the queen ? 
Queen. Why thus I say: 
Betray thy master, thou wilt all betray. 
Warman. My Lords of Chester and of Salisbury ! 
Both. Speak not to us: all traitors we defy. 
Warman. Good my Lord Prior ! 
Prior. Alas! what can [ do? 
Warman. Then I defy the world! yet I desire 
Your grace would read this supplication. 
[John reads. 
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John. I thought as much: but, Warman, dost thou 
think 
There is one moving line to mercy here ? 
I tell thee no; therefore away, away ! 
A shameful death follows thy longer stay. 
War. Oh, poor, poor man! 
Of miserable, miserablest wretch I am. | Exit. 
John. Confusion be thy guide! a baser slave 
Earth cannot bear: plagues follow him I crave. 
Can any tell me if my lord of York 
Be able to sit up? 
Queen. The Archbishop’s Grace - 
Was reasonable well even now, good son. 
Salisbury, And he desir’d me that I should desire 
Your majesty to send unto his grace, 
If any matter did import his presence. 
John. Wewill ourselves step in and visit him. 
Mother, and my good lords, will you attend us? 
Prior. I gladly will attend your majesty. 
John. Now good lord help us ! When I said good 
lords, 
1 meant not you lord Prior: lord I know you are, 
But good, God knows, you never mean to be. 
[Exeunt John, Queen, Chester, Salisbury. 
Prior. John is incens’d; and very much I doubt 
That villain Warman hath accused me, 
About the ’scape, of Ely. Well, suppose he have, 
What’s that to me? 1am aclergyman, 
And all his power, if he all extend, 
Cannot prevail against my holy order. 
But the Archbishop’s Grace is now his friend, 
And may, perchance, attempt to do me ill. 
Enter a SERVING-MAN. 
What news with you sir? ; 
Serving-man. Even heavy news my lord: for the 
light fire * : 
Falling, in manner of a fire-drake + 


* So the old copy; but ought we not rather to read “‘ for the ligh- 
ning’s fire.” 


+ See Mr. Stevens’ note on Henry VIII.. A5. se. 3. 
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Upon a barn of yours, hath burnt six barns, 
And not a strike of corn reserv’d from dust. 
No hand could save it, yet ten thousand hands 
Laboured their ‘best, though none for love of you; 
For every tongue with bitter cursing bann’d 
Your lordship, as the viper of the land. 
Prior. What meant the villains ? 
Serving-man. Thus and thus they cried :— 
Upon this churl, this hoarder up of corn, 
This spoiler of the Earl of Huntington, 
This lust-defiled, merciless, false Prior, 
Heaven raineth vengeance down in shape of fire. 
Old wives that scarce could with their crutches creep, 
And little babes, that newly learn’d to speak, 
Men masterless, that thorough want did weep, 
All in one voice, with a confused cry, 
In execrations bann’d you bitterly : 
Plague follow plague, they cry, he hath undone 
The good lord Robert, Earl of Huntington. 
And then— 
Prior.* What then, thou villain? Get thee from 
my sight! 
They that wish plagues, plagues will upon them light. 
Enter another SERVANT. 
Prior. What are your tidings ? 
Servant, The convent of St. Mary’s are agreed, 
And have elected in your lordship’s place, 
Old father Jerome, who is stall’d lord Prior 
By the new Archbishop. 
Prior. Of York, thou mean’st ? 
A vengeance on him! he is my hopes’ foe. 
Enter a HeRa.p. 
Herald. Gilbert de Hood, late Prior of Saint Mary’s, 
Our sovereign John commandeth thee by me, 
That presently thou leave this blessed land, 
Defiled with the burthen of thy sin. 
All thy goods temporal and spiritual, 
(With free consent of Hubert lord York, 


* These two lines clearly belong to the Prior, though the old copy 
omits his name before them. 
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Primate of England and thy ordinary) 
He hath suspended, and vowed by heaven 
To hang thee up, if thou depart not hence, 
Without delaying or more question. 
And that he hath good reason for the same, 
He sends this writing ’firm’d with Warman’s hand, 
And comes himself ; whose presence if thou stay, 
I fear this sun will see thy dying day. 
Prior. Oh, Warman hath betray’d me! woe is me ! 
Enter Joun, QuEEN, CHESTER, SALISBURY. 
John. Hence withthat Prior! sirrah, do not speak : 
My eyes are full of wrath, my heart of wreak.* 
Let Leicester come: his haught heart, I am sure, 
Will check the kingly course we undertake. 
| Exeunt cum Prior. 
Enter Le1cestver, drum and ancient. 
John. Welcome from war, thrice noble Earl of 
Leicester, 
Unto our court: welcome, most valiant earl. 
Leicester. Your court in England, and king Richard 
gone ! 
A king in England, and the king from home! 
This sight and salutations are so strange, 
That what I should I know not how to speak. 
John. What would you say? speak boldly, we en- 
treat. 
Leicester, It is not fear, but wonder bars my speech. 
I muse to see a mother and a Queen, 
Two peers, so great as Salisbury and Chester, 
Sit and support proud usurpation, 
And see King Richard’s crown worn by Earl John, 
Queen. He sits as viceroy and a substitute. 
Chester. He must and shall resign when Richard 
comes. 
Salisbury. Chester, he will, without your must and 
shall. 
Leicester. Whether he will or no, he shall resign. 


* Wreak is vengeance. A number of instances are collected in note 
44 to Tancred and Gismunda, D.O.P. vol. II. 225. : 


FE 


66 THE DOWNFALL OF ROBERT, [AcT Iv. 


John. You know your own will, Leicester, but not mine. 
Leicester. Tell meamong ye, where is reverend Ely, 
Left by our dread king, as his deputy ? 
John. Banish’d he is, as proud usurpers should, 
Leicester. Pride then, belike, was enemy to pride: 
Ambition in yourself his state envied. 
Where is Fitzwater, that old honour’d lord ? 
John. Dishonour’d and exil’d, as Ely is. 
Leicester, Exil’d he may be, but dishonour’d never! 
He was a fearless soldler, and a virtuous scholar. 
But where is Huntington, that noble youth ? 
Chester. Undone by riot. 
Leicester. Ah, the greater ruth. 
John. Leicester, you question more than doth be- 
come you. 
On to the purpose, why you come to us. 
Letcester. I come to Ely, and to all the state, 
Sent by the king, who three times sent before, 
To have his ransom brought to Austria: 
And if you be elected deputy, 
Do as you ought, and send the ransom money. 
John. Leicester, you see, I am no deputy; 
And Richard’s ransom if you do require, 
Thus we make answer :—Richard isa king, 
In Cyprus, Acon, Acres, and rich Palestine. 
To get those kingdoms England lent him men, 
And many a miilion of her substance spent, 
The very entrails of her womb were rent: 
No plough but paid a share, no needy hand, 
But from his poor estate of penury, 
Unto his voyage offer’d more than mites, 
And more, poor souls, than they had might to spare. 
Yet were they joyful ; for still flying news, 
And lying I perceive them now to be, 
Came of King Richard’s glorious victories, 
His conquest of the Soldans, and such tales 
As blew them up with hope, when he return’d, 
He would have scatter’d gold about the streets. 
Leicester. Do princes fight for gold? Oh, leaden 
thought! 
your father knew, that honour was the aim 
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Kings level at. By sweet Saint John I swear, 
You urge me so, that I cannot forbear. 
What do you tell of money lent the king, 
When first he went into this holy war, 
As if he had extorted from the poor, 
When you, the Queen, and all that hear me speak, 
Know with what zeal the people gave their goods. 
Old wives took silver buckles from their belts ; 
Young maids the gilt pins that tuck’d up their trains ; 
Children their pretty whistles from their necks, 
And every man what he did most esteem, 
Crying to soldiers, ‘‘ Wear these gifts of ours.” 
This proves that Richard had no need to wrong, 
Or force the people, that with willing hearts 
Gave more than was desir’d. And where you say, 
You guess Richard’s victories but lies, 
I swear he won rich Cyprus with his sword; 
And thence, more glorious than the guide of Greece, 
That brought so huge a fleet to Tenedos, 
He sail’d along the Mediterran sea, 
Where on a sunbright morning he did meet 
The warlike Soldan’s* well prepared fleet. 
Oh, still, methinks, I see King Richard stand 
In his gilt armour, stain’d with Pagan’s blood, 
Upon a galley’s prow, like war’s fierce god, 
And on his erest, a crucifix of gold ! 
Oh, that day’s honour can be never told! 
Six times six several brigantines he boarded, 
And in the greedy waves flung wounded Turks; 
And three times thrice the winged galley’s banks 
(Wherein the Soldan’s son was admiral) 
In his own person royal Richard smooth’d, 
And left no heathen hand to be upheav’d 
Against the Christian soldiers. 

John. Leicester, so: 
Did he all this ? 

Leicester. 1, by God he did, 
And more than this: nay, jest at it, John 
I. swear he did, by Leicester’s faith he did, 


* In the old copy soldier’s. 
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And made the green sea red with Pagan blood, 

Leading to Joppa glorious victory, 

And following fear, that fled unto the foe. 
John. All this he did! perchance all this was so. 
Leicester. Holy God, help me! soldiers come away ! 

This carpet knight* sits carping at our scars, 

And jests at those most glorious well fought wars, 
John, Leicester, you are too hot: stay; go not yet. 

Methinks, if Richard won those victories, 

The wealthy kingdoms he hath conquered © 

May, better than poor England, pay his ransom. 

He left this realm, as a young orphan maid, 

To Ely, the step-father of this state, 

That stripp’d the virgin to her very skin; 

And, Leicester, had not John more careful been 

Than Richard, 

At this hour England had not England been. 

Therefore, good warlike lord, take this in brief; 

We wish king Richard well, but can send no relief. 
Leicester. Oh, let not my heart break with inward 

grief ! 

John. Yes, let it Leicester: it is not amiss, 

That twenty such hearts break as your heart is. 
Leicester. Are you a mother? were you England’s 

Queen ? 

Were Henry, Richard, Geoffery, your sons? 

All sons, but Richard, sun of all those sons! 

And can you let this little meteor, 

This zgnis fatuus, this same wandering fire, 

This goblin of the night, this brand, this spark, 

Seem through a lanthorn greater than he is? 

By heaven, you do not well, by earth youdo not! 

Chester nor you, nor you, Earl Salisbury ; 

Ye do not, no, ye do not what ye should. 


* See Mr. Gifford’s note (6) to The Maid of Honour, Massinger’s 
Works, III. 47, for an explanation of the origin and use of this ex- 
pression of contempt.—See also note 49 to The Honest Whore, D. O.P. 
III. 273, and Malone’s remarks upon the passage in Twelfth 
Night, A. III. sc. 4.— He is a knight dubb’d with an unhatch’d 
rapier and on carpet consideration.” 
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Queen. Were this bear loose, how he would tear 
our maws, 
Chester. Pale death and vengeance dwell within his 
jaws. 
_ Salisbury. But we can muzzle him, and bind his paws: 
If King John say we shall, we will indeed. 
John. Do if you can. _ 
Leicester. It’s well thou hast some fear. 
No, curs! ye have no teeth to bait this bear*. 
I will not bid mine ensign-bearer wave 
My tattered colours in this worthless air, ° 
Which your vile breaths vilely contaminate. 
Bear, thou hast been my ancient-bearer long, 
And borne up Leicester’s bear in foreign lands ; 
Yet now resign these colours to my hands, 
For I am full of grief, and full of rage. 
John, look upon me: thus did Richard take 
The coward Austria’s colours in his hand, 
And thus he cast them under Acon walls, 
And thus he trod them underneath his feet. 
Rich colours, how I wrong ye by this wrong! 
But I will right ye. Bear, take them again, 
And keep them ever, ever thein maintain: 
We shall have use for them I hope, ere long. 
John. Dar’st thou attempt thus proudly in our sight? 
Leicester. What is’t a subject dares, that I dare not ? 
Salisbury. Dare subjects dare, their sovereign be- 
ing by ? 
Leicester. Oh God, that my true sovereign were 
nigh ! 
Queen. Leicester, he is. 
Leicester. Madam, by God, you lie. 
Chester. Unmanner’d man. 
Leicester. A plague of reverence, 
Where no regard is had of excellence. [Sound drum. 


* On the standard by which Leicester was attended on his en- 
trance no doubt the crest of that family, viz, a bear and ragged 
staff, was represented. To this the queen refers whenshe exclaims, 

“€ Were this bear loose, how he would tear our maws.” 

It appears also thatthe name of Leicester’s ancient-bearer was 

Bear, whom he addresses. 
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But you will quite* me now: I hear your drums : 
Your principality hath stirr’d up men, 

And now you think to muzzle up this bear. 

Still they come nearer, but are not the near. 

John. What drums are these ? 

Salisbury. I think, some friends of yours 
Prepare a power to resist this wrong. 

Leicester. Let them prepare, for Leicester is prepar’d, 
And thus he wooes his willing men to fight. 
Soldiers,t ye see King Richard’s open wrong ; 
Richard that led ye to the glorious East, 

And made ye tread upon the blessed land, 

Where he, that brought all Christians blessedness, 

Was born, lived, wrought his miracles, and died, 

From death arose, and then to heaven ascended ; 

Whose true religious faith ye have defended. 

Ye fought, and Richard taught ye how to fight 

Against profane men, followmg Mahomet; 

But, if ye note, they did their kings their right: 

These, more than heathen sacrilegious men, 

Professing Christ, banish Christ’s champion hence, 

Their lawful lord, their home-born sovereign, ‘ 

With petty quarrels, and with slight pretence. 
Enter Ricumonp, Soldiers. 

Oh, let me be as short as time is short, 

For the arm’d foe is now within our sight. 

Remember how ’gainst ten, one man did fight, 

So hundreds against thousands, have borne head! 

You are the men that ever conquered: 

If multitudes oppress ye that ye die, 

Let’s sell our lives, and leave them valiantly. 


* Quite is frequently used for requite: as in Massinger’s Old 
Law, A iis sc. 2. 

In troth Eugenia, I have cause to weep too ; 
But when I visit, I come comfortably, 
And look to be so quited. 

{ Although the old copy mentions no more at, the beginning of 
this interview than “ Enter Leicester, drum and ancient,” yet ac- 
cording to this speech he must either have been more numerously 
attended, or some of his followers came upon the stage during his dis- 
pute, with the king and queen. 
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Courage! upon them! till we cannot stand. 
John. Richmond is yonder. 
Queen. I; and son, I think, 
The king is not far off. 
Chester. Now heaven forefend. 
Leicester. Why smite ye not, but stand thus cowardly 2 
sa nee If Richmond hurt good Leicester, let him 
le. 
Leicester. Richmond! oh, pardon mine offending eye, 
That took thee for a foe: welcome dear friend ! 
Where is my sovereign Richard ? Thou and he 
Were both in Austria. Richmond, comfort me, 
And tell me where he is, and how he fares. 
Oh, for his ransom, many thousand cares 
Have me afflicted. 
Richmond. Leicester, he is come to London, 
And will himself to faithless Austria, 
Like a true king, his promis’d ransom bear. 
Leicester. At London, say’st thou Richmond ? is he 
there ? 
Farewell: I will not stay to tell my wrongs, 
To these pale-colour’d heartless, guilty lords. 
Richmond, you shall go with me: do not stay, 
And I will tell you wonders by the way. 
Richmond. The king did doubt you had some injury, 
And therefore sent this power to rescue ye. 
Leicester. 1 thank his grace. Madam, adieu, adieu 
I'll to your son, and leave your shade with you. [Hxeunt. 
John. Hark how hemocks me, calling me your shade. 
Chester and Salisbury, shall we gather power, 
And keep what we have got ? 
Chester. And in an hour, 
Be taken, judg’d, and *headed with disgrace. 
Salisbury, what say you? 
Salisbury. My lord, I bid your excellence adieu. 
I to King Richard will submit my knee: 
I have good hope his grace will pardon me. 
Chester. And, Salisbury, I'll go along with thee. 
Farewell, queen mother ; fare you well lord John. 
John. Mother, stay you. 
Queen. Not I, son, by Saint Anne. 
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John. Will you not stay ? 
Queen. Go with me: I will do the best I may 
To beg my son’s forgiveness of my son. [ Exit. 
John. Go by yourself. By heaven, ’twas ’long of you, 
I rose to fall so soon. Leicester and Richmond’s crew, 
They come to take me: now too late I rue 
My proud attempt. Like falling Phaeton, 
I perish from my guiding of the sun. 
Enter again Leicester and RicumMonp.* 
Levcester. I will go back, i’faith, once more and see 
Whether this mock king, and the mother Queen— 
And who ?—Here’s neither Queen nor lord! 
What, king of crickets, is there none but you ? 
Come off, off: 
This crown, this sceptre are King Richard’s right : 
Bear thou them Richmond, thou art his true knight. 
You would not send his ransom, gentle John; 
He’s come to fetch it now. Come, wily fox, 
Now you are stripp’d out of the lion’s case, 
What, dare you look the lion in the face? 
The English lion, that in Austria 
With his strong hand pull’d out a lion’s heart. 
Good Richmond tell it me; for God’s sake do: 
Ob, it does me good to hear his glories told. 
Richmond. Leicester,I saw King Richard with his fist 
Strike dead the son of Austrian Leopold, 
And then I saw him, by the duke’s command, 
Compass’d and taken by a troop of men, 
Who led King Richard to a lion’s den. 
Opening the door, and in a paved court, 
The cowards left King Richard weaponless : 
Anon comes forth the fire-eyed dreadful beast, 
And with a heart-amazing voice he roar’d, 
Opening (like hell) his iron-toothed jaws, 
And stretching out his fierce death-threatening paws. 
I tell thee, Leicester, and I smile thereat, 
(Though then, God knows, I had no power to smile) 
I stood by treacherous Austria all the while, 


* The return of Leicester and Richmond, after their ext just 
before, is not mentioned in the 4to. 
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Who in a gallery, with iron grates, 
Staid to behold King Richard made a prey. 
Leicester. What was’t thou smiledst at in Austria : 
Richmond. Leicester, he shook, so help me God, he 
shook, 
With very terror at the lion’s look. 
Leicester. Ah, coward ! but go on, what Richard did. 
Richmond. Richard about his right hand wound a 
scarf 
(God quite her for it) given him by amaid: 
With endless good may that good deed be paid! 
And thrust that arm down the devouring throat 
Of the fierce lion, and withdrawing it, 
Drew out the strong heart of the monstrous beast, 
And left the senseless body on the ground. 
Leicester. Oh, royal Richard! Richmond look on John ; 
Does he not quake in hearing this discourse ? 
Come, we will leave him Richmond : let us go. 
John make suit for grace, that is your means you 
know. [ Exeunt. 
John. A mischief on that Leicester! is he gone ? 
’Twere best go too, lest in some mad fit, 
He turn again, and lead me prisoner. 
Southward I dare not fly: fain, fain I would 
To Scotland bend my course; but all the woods 
Are full of outlaws, that in Kendall green, 
Follow the outlaw’d Earl of Huntington, 
Well, I will clothe myself in such a suit, 
And by that means as well ’scape all pursuit, 
As pass the danger-threatening Huntington ; 
For having many outlaws they’ll think me 
By my attire one of their mates to be. Exit. 


SCENE II. 


Enter Scaret, Lirrte Joun, and Friar Tuck. 
Friar. Searlet and John, so God me save, 

No mind unto my beads I have: 

I think it be a luckless day, 

For I can neither sing, nor say ; 
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Nor have I any power to look, 
On portass, or on matin book. 

Scarlet. What is the reason, tell us Friar? 

Friar. And would ye have me be no liar ? 

Little John. No, God defend that you should lie : 

A churchman be a liar! fie. ° 
Friar. Then, by this hallow’d crucifix, 
The holy water, and the pix, 
It greatly at my stomach sticks, 
That all this day we had no guess,* 
And have of meat so many a mess. 
Mucu brings out Exy, like a countryman with a basket. 

Much. Well, and ye be but a market, ye are but a 

market man. 

Ely. I am sure, sir, I do you no hurt, do I? 

Scarlet. We shall have company, no doubt : 

My fellow Much hath found one out. 
Friar. A fox, a fox! as I am friar, 

Much is well worthy of good hire. 
Little John. Say Friar, soothly, know’st thou him ? 
Friar. It is a wolf in a sheep’s skin. 

Go, call our master, Little John; 

A glad man will he be anon. 

It’s Ely, man, the chancellor 

Little John. God’s pity ! look unto him, Friar. 

‘ (Exit Little John. 

Much. What ha’ ye eggs to sell old fellow ? 

Ely. I, sir, some few ; and those my need constrains me 
bear to Mansfield, that I may sell them there to buy me 
bread. 

Scarlet. Alas, good man! I prithee where dost dwell ? 

Ely. 1 dwell in Oxon sir. 

Scarlet. I know the town. 

Much. Alas, poor fellow ! if thou dwell with oxen, it’s 
strange they do not gore thee with their horns. 

Ely. Masters, I tell ye truly where I dwell, 

And whither I am going; let me go. 
Your master would be much displeas’d, I know, 
If he should hear you hinder poor men thus. 


* Guests, were often formerly spelt guess, whether it were or were 
not necessary for the rhime. 
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Friar. Father, one word with you before we part. 
Much. Scarlet, the friar will make us have anger all, 
Farewell; and bear me witness, though I staid him, 
I staid himnot. An old fellow, and a market man ! [ Exit. 
Friar. Whoop! in your riddles Much? then we shall 
ha’t. 
Scarlet. What dost thou Friar? prithee let him go. 
Friar. I prithee, Scarlet, let us two alone. 
Ely. Friar, I see thou knowst me: let me go, 
And many a good turn I to thee will owe. 
Friar. My master’s service bids me answer no, 
Yet love of holy churchmen wills it so. 
Well, good my lord, I will do what I may 
To let your holiness escape away. 
Enter Rosin and Litrie Joun.* 
Here comes my master: if he question you, 
Answer him like a plain man, and you may pass. 
Ely. Thanks, Friar. 
Friar. Oh, my lord thinks me an ass. 
Robin. Friar, what honest man is there with thee? 
Friar. A silly man, good master. I willspeak for you: 
Stand you aloof, for fear they note your face. [lo Ely. 
Master in plain, 
It were but in vain, 
Long to detain, 
With toys or with bables, 
With fond feigned fables ; 
But him that you see, 
In so mean degree, 
Is the Lord Ely, 
That help’d to exile you, 
That oft did revile you. 
Though in his fall, 
His train be but small, 
And no man at all 
Will give him the wali, 
Nor lord doth him call, 
Yet he did ride, . 


* The stage direction in the original is only “ Enter Robin.” 
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On jennets pied, 
And knights by his side 
Did foot it each tide. 
Oh, see the fall of pride.* 
Robin. Friar, enough. 
Friar. I pray, sir, let him go, 
He is a very simple man in show: 
He dwells at Oxon, and to us doth say, 
To Mansfield market he doth take his way. 
Little John. Friar, this is not Mansfield market day. 
Robin. What would he sell? 
Friar. Eggs sir, as he says. 
Robin. Scarlet, go thy ways: 
Take in this old man, fill his skin with venison, 
And after give him money for his eggs. 
Ely. No sir, I thank you, I have promis’d them 
To master Baileys wife of Mansfield, all. 
Robin. Nay, sir, you do me wrong: 
No Bailey, nor his wife shall have an egg. 
Scarlet, I say, take his eggs, and give him money, 
Ely. Pray sir. 
Friar. Tush, let him have your eggs. 
Ely. Faith, T have none. 
Friar. God’s pity, then, he will find you soon. 
Scarlet. Here are no eggs, nor any thing but hay. 
Yes, by the mass, here’s somewhat like a seal ! 
Robin. Oh God! 
My prince’s seal! fair England’s royal seal! 
Tell me, thou man of death, thou wicked man, 
How cam’st thou by this seal? wilt thou not speak? 
Bring burning irons! I will make him speak. 
For I do know the poor distressed lord, 
The king’s vice-gerent, learned, reverend Ely, 
Flying the fury of ambitious John, 
Ts murder’d by this peasant. Speak, vile man, 
Where thou hast done thrice honorable Ely? 
Ely, Why dost thou grace Ely with stiles of grace, 
Who thee with all his power sought to disgrace ? 


* This must have been spoken aside to Robin Hood. 
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Robin. Belike, his wisdom saw some fault in me. 
Ely. No, | assure thee, honorable earl ; 

It was his envy, no defect of thine, 

And the persuasions of the prior of York, 

Which Ely now repents. See, Huntington, 

Ely himself, and pity him, good son. 

Robin. Alas, for woe! alack, that so great state 

The malice of this world should ruinate ! 

Come in, great lord, sit down and take thy ease, 

Receive the seal, and pardon my offence. 

With me you shall be safe, and if you please, 

Till Richard come, from all men’s violence. 

Aged Fitzwater, banished by John, 

And his fair daughter shall converse with you: 

I, and my men, that me attend upon, 

Shall give you all that is to honor due. 

Will you accept my service, noble lord ? 

Ely. Thy kindness drives me to such inward shame, 

That, for my life, 1 no reply can frame. 

Go; I will follow. Blessed mayst thou be, 

That thus reliev’st thy foes in misery! [ Fxeunt, 
Liitle John. Skelton, a word or two beside the play. 
Friar. Now, Sir John Eltham, what is’t you would say ? 
Little John. Methinks, I see no jests of Robin Hood, 

No merry morrices of Friar Tuck, 

No pleasant skippings up and down the wood, 

No hunting songs, no coursing of the buck. 

Pray God this play of our’s may have good luck, 

And the king’s majesty mislike it not. 

Friar. And if he do, what can we do to that ? 

I promis’d him a play of Robin Hood, 

His honorable life in merry Sherwood. 

His majesty himseif survey’d the plot, 

And bade me boldly write it; it was good. 

For merry jests they have been shewn before, 

As how the friar fell into the well 

For love of Jenny, that fair bonny belle ; 

How Greenleaf robb’d the shrieve of Nottingham, 

And other mirthful matter full of game. 

Our play expresses noble Robert’s wrong ; 
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His mild forgetting treacherous injury: 
The abbot’s malice, rak’d in cinders long, 
Breaks out at last with Robin’s Tragedy. 
If these, that hear the history rehears’d, 
Condemn my play when it begins to spring, 
T’ll let it wither while it is a bud, 
And never shew the flower to the king. 
Little John. One thing beside: you fall into your vein 
Of ribble rabble rhimes Skeltonical, 
So oft, and stand so long, that you offend, 
Friar. It is a fault | hardly can amend. 
Oh, how I champ my tongue to talk these terms ! 
I do forget, oft times, my friar’s part ; 
But pull me by the sleeve when | exceed, 
And you shall see me mend that fault indeed. 
Wherefore, still sit you, 
Doth Skelton entreat you, 
While he facete 
Will briefly repeat ye 
The history all, 
And tale tragical, 
By whose treachery, 
And base injury, 
Robin the good, 
Call’d Robin Hood, 
Died in Sherwood. 
Which till you see, 
Be ruled by me: 
Sit patiently, 
And give a plaudite, 
If any thing please ye. | Exeunt. 


ACT V. SCENE I. 


Enter WARMAN, 
Warman. Banish’d from all, of all I am bereft ! 
No more than what I wear unto me left. 
Oh wretched, wretched grief, desertful fall! 
Striving to get all, I am reft of all. 
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Yet if I could awhile myself relieve, 
Till Ely be in some place settled, 
A double restitution should I get, 
And these sharp sorrows, that have joy suppress’d, 
Should turn to joy with double interest. 
Enter a GenTLEMAN, Warman’s Cousi. 
And in good time, here comes my cousin Warman, 
Whom | have often pleasur’d in my time. 
His house at Bingham I bestow’d on him, 
And therefore doubt not, he will give me house-rcom. 
Good even, cousin. 
Cousin. Oh, cousin Warman, what good news with 
ou 2 
Warman. Whither so far a-foot walk you in Sherwood ? 
Cousin. I came from Rotheram; and by hither Farns- 
field, 
My horse did tire, and I walk’d home a-foot. 
Warman. 1.do beseech you, cousin, at some friends, 
Or at your own house, for a week or two 
Give me some succour. 
Cousin. Ha! succour say you? 
No sir: I heard at Mansfield how the matter stands : 
How you have justly lost your goods and lands, 
And that the prince’s indignation 
Will fall on any that relieves your state. 
Away from me! your treacheries I hate. 
You, when your noble master was undone, 
(That honourable minded Huntington) 
Who forwarder than you, all to distrain ? 
And, as a wolf that chaseth on the plain 
The harmless hind, so wolf-like you pursued 
Him and his servants. Vile ingratitude, 
Damn’d Judasism,* false wrong, abhorred treachery, 
Impious wickedness, wicked impiety! 
Out, out upon thee! foh, I spit at thee ! 
Warman. Good cousin. | 
Cousin. Away! ’llspurn thee ifthou follow me. [Exze. 


* The 4to. has it “ Damn’d Judaism,” but the allusionis to the 
treachery of Judas. The Jailer of Nottingham afterwards calls 
Warman Judas. 
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Warman. Oh, just heaven, how thou plagu’st iniquity ! 
All that he has, my hand on him bestowed. 
My master gave me all I ever owed, 
My master I abus’d in his distress ; 
In mine, my kinsman leaves me comfortless. 
Enter Jaturr of Nottingham, leading a dog. 
Here comes another ; one that yesterday 
Was at my service, came when I did call, 
And him I made jailer of Nottingham : 
Perchance some pity dwells within the man. 
Jailer, well met; dost thou not know me man ? 
Jailer. Yes, thou art Warman; every knave knows 
thee. 
Warman. Thou know’st I was thy master yesterday. 
Jailer. 1, but ’tis not as it was: farewell; go by. 
Warman. Good George, relieve my bitter misery. 
Jailer. By this flesh and blood I will not. 
No if I do, the devil take me quick. 
I have no money, beggar: balk the way! 
Warman. I do not ask thee money. 
Jailer. Wouldst ha’ meat ? 
Warman. Would God [had a little bread to eat. 
Jailer. Soft, let me feel my bag. Oh, here is meat 
That I put up at Retford for my dog: 
I care not greatly if I spare him this. 
Warman. I prithee do. 
Jailer.* Yet let me search my conscience for it first : 
My dog’s my servant, faithful, trusty, true ; 
But Warman was a traitor to his lord, 
A reprobate, a rascal and a Jew, 
Worser than dogs, of men to be abhorr’d! 
Starve, therefore, Warman ; dog, receive thy due. 
Follow me not, lest | belabour you, 
You half fac’d groat, you thick-cheek’d chittyface : 
You Judas, villain! you that have undone 
The honorable Robert, Earl of Huntington. [ Exit. 
Warman. Worse than a dog the villain me respects, 
His dog he feeds, me in my need rejects. 


’ 


* In the old copy this is made a part of what Warman speaks, 
which is a mistake, as is evident from the context. 
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What shall I do? yonder I see ashed, 

A little cottage, where a woman dwells, 

Whose husband I from death delivered : 

Tf she deny me, then I faint and die. 

Ho! goodwife Thompson! 

Woman. What a noise is there ? 

A foul shame on ye! is it you that knock’d @ 
Warman. What, do you know me then? 

Woman. Whoop! who knows not you? 

The beggar’d, banish’d shrieve of Nottingham, 

You that betray’d your master : is’t not you? 

Yes, a shame on you! and, forsooth, ye come, 

To have some succour here, because you sav'd 

My unthrift husband from the gallow-tree. 

_A pox upon you both! would both for me, 

Were hane’d together. But soft, let me see ; 

The man looks faint: feel’st thou indeed distress ? 
Warman. Oh, do not mock me in my heaviness. 
Woman. Indeed, I do not. Well, I have within 

A caudle made, I will go fetch it him. [ Eait. 
Warman. Oh, blessed woman! comfortable word! 

Be quiet entrails, you shall be reliev’d. 

Enter Woman.* 
Woman. Here Warman, put this hempen caudle o'er 
thy head. 

See downward yonder is thy master’s walk ; 

And like a Judas, on some rotten tree, 

Hang up this rotten trunk of misery, 

That goers by, thy wretched end may see. 

Stir’st thou not villain? get thee from my door: 

A plague upon thee, haste and hang thyself. 

Run, rogue, away ! "tis thou that hast undone 


Thy noble master, Earl of Huntington. | Exit. 
Warman. Good counsel, and good comfort, by my 
faith. 


Three doctors are of one opinion, 
That Warman must make speed to hang himself. 
The last hath given a caudle comfortable, 


* Her exit and re-entrance are not marked in the old copy. Per- 
haps she only speaks from a window. _ L 
G 
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That to recure my griefs is strong and able: 
I'll take her medicine, and'I’ll chuse this way, 
Wherein, she saith, my master hath his walk ; 
There will I offer life for treachery, 
And hang, a wonder to all goers by. 
But soft! what sound harmonious is this ? 
What birds are these, that sing so cheerfully, 
As if they did salute the flowering spring ? 
Fitter it were with tunes more dolefully 
They shriek’d out sorrow, than thus cheerly sing. 
I will go seek sad desperation’s cell ; 
This is not it, for here are green leav’d trees. 
Ah, for one winter-bitten bared bough, 
Whereon a wretched life a wretch would leese. 
Oh, here is one! Thrice blessed be this tree, 
If a man cursed, may a blessing give. 
Enter Otp FirzwaTeER. 
But out alas! yonder comes one to me 
To hinder death, when I detest to live. 
Fitzwater. What woeful voice hear I within this wood ?¢ 
What wretch is there complains of wretchedness ? 
Warman. A man, old man, bereav’d of all earth’s 
good, 
And desperately seeks death in this distress. 
%tzwater. Seek not for that which will be here too 
soon, ; 
At least if thou be guilty of ill deeds. 
Where art thou, son? come, and nearer sit: 
Hear wholesome counsel ’gainst unhallow’d thoughts. 
Warman. The man is blind. Muffle the eye of day, 
Ye gloomy clouds (and darker than my deeds, 
That darker be than pitchy sable night) 
Muster together on these high topp’d trees, 
That not a spark of light thorough their sprays, 
May hinder what I mean to execute. 
‘tcwater. What dost thou mutter? Hear me, woe- 
ful man. 
Enter Marian with meat. 
Marian. Good morrow, father. 
Fitzwater. Welcome, lovely maid ; 
And in good time, I trust, you hither come. 
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Look if you see not a distressful man, 
That to himself intendeth violence: 
One such even now was here, and is not far. 
Seek, I beseech you; save him if you may. 
Marian. Alas! here is, here is a man enrag’d, 
Fastening a halter on a wither’d bough, 
And stares upon me with such frighted looks, 
As I am fearful of his sharp aspect. 
Fitzwater. What mean’st thou wretch? say, what 
is’'t thou wilt do? 
Warman. As Judas did, so I intend to do, 
For I have done already as he did: 
His master he betray’d so I have mine. 
Fair mistress, look not on me with your blessed eyne : 
From them, as from some excellence divine, 
Sparkles sharp judgment, and commands with speed. 
Fair, fare you well: foul fortune is my fate ; 
As all betrayers, I die desperate. 
Fitzwater. Soft, ho! Go, Marian, call in Robin Hood : 
?Tis Warman, woman, that was once his steward. 
Marian. Alas! although it be, yet save his life! 


I will send help unto you presently. [ Exit. 
Fitzwater. Nay, Warman, stay; thou shalt have thy 
will. 
Warman. Art thou a blind man, and canst see my 
shame? 


To hinder treachers God restoreth sight, 

And giveth infants tongues to cry aloud, 

A woeful woe against the treacherous. 
Enter Much, running. 

Much. Hold, hold, hold! I hear say, my fellow War- 
man is about to hang himself, and make I some speed 
to save hima labour. Oh, good master Justice Shrieve, 
have you execution in hand, and is there such a mur- 
rain among thieves and hangmen, that you play two 
parts in one? For old acquaintance, I will play one 

art. 
The knot under the ear, the knitting to the tree: 
Good master Warman, leave that work for me. 
Warman. Despatch me, Much, and I will pray for thee. 
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Much. Nay, keep your prayers, nobody sees us. 

[ He takes the rope and offers to climb. 

Fitzwater. Down, sirrah, down! whither, a knave’s 

name, climb you ? 

Much. A plague on ye for a blind sinksanker! would I 
were your match. You are much blind, faith, can hit 
so right. 

Enter LitTLe Joun. 
Little John. What, master Warman, are ye come to 
yield 
A true account for your false stewardship ? 
Enter ScanLet and SCATHLOCK. 

Scath. Much, if thou means to get a hundred pound, 
Present us to the shrieve of Nottingham. 

Much. Mass, I think there was such purclamation. 
Come, my small fellow, John, 

You shall have half, and therefore bring in one. 

Little John. No, my big fellow, honest master Much, 
Take all unto yourself: I’ll be no half. 

Much. Then stand: you shall be the two thieves, and 
I will be the presenter. 

Oh master Shrieve of Nottingham, 
When ears unto my tidings came,” 

(Vl speak in prose, I miss this verse vilely) that 
Scathlock and Scarlet were arrested by Robin Hood 
my master, and little John my fellow, and Much, his 
servant, and taken from you master Shrieve, being 
well forward in the hanging way, wherein ye now are, 
(and God keep ye in the same) and also that you, 
master Shrieve, would give any man in town, city, or 
country a hundred pound of lawful arrant+ money of 
England, that would bring the same two thieves, being 
these two; now I, the said Much, challenge of you the 
_ said shrieve, bringing them, the same money. 

Scarlet. Faith, he cannot pay thee Much. 

Much. I, but while this‘end is in my hand, and that 
about his neck, he is bound to it. 


* He blunders. Of course he means “ when tidings came to his 
ears.” He does not make much better of his prose. 
+ Qy. current. 
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Enter Rosin, Ety, Marian. 
Warman. Mock on, mock on: make me your jesting 
game. . 
I do deserve much more than this small shame. 
Robin. Disconsolate, and poor dejected man, 
Cast from thy neck that shameful sign of death, 
And live for me, if thou amend thy life, 
Asmuch in favour as thou ever didst. 
Warman, Oh, worse than any death, 
When aman, wrong’d, his wronger pitieth ! 
Ely. Warman, be comforted, rise and amend : 
On my word Robin Hood will be thy friend. 
Robin. J will indeed: yo in, heart-broken man. 
Father Fitzwater pray lead him in. 
Kind Marian, with sweet comforts comfort him, 
And my tall yeomen, as you me affect, 
Upbraid him not with his forepassed life. 
Warman, go in; goin and comfort thee. 
Warman. Ob, God requite your honor’s courtesy. 
Marian. Scathlock or Scarlet, help us some of ye. 
[Exeunt Warman, Marian, Fitzwater, Scathlock, 
Scarlet, Much. 
Enter Friar Vuck in his truss, without his weed. 
Friar. Jesu benedicite ! 
Pity on pity, 
Mercy on mercy, 
Misery on misery ! 
Oh, such a sight, 
As by this light, 
Doth me affright! 
Robin. Tell us the matter, prithee, holy Friar. 
Friar. Sir Doncaster the priest, and the proud Prior 
Are stripp’d and wounded in the way to Bawtrey, 
And if there go not speedy remedy, 
They'll die, they’ll die in this extremity. 
Robin. Alas! direct us to that wretched place : 
I love mine uncle, though he hateth me. 
Friar. My weed I cast to keep them from the cold, 
And Jenny, gentle girl, tore all her smock > 
The bloody issue of their wounds to stop. 
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Robin. Will you go with us, my good Lord of Ely ? 
Ely. I will, and ever praise thy perfect charity. 
. { Exeunt. 
Enter Princr Joun, solus, in green: bow and arrows. 
John. Why this is somewhat like: now may I sing, 
As did the Wakefield Pinder in his note. 
At Michaelmas cometh my covenant out, 
My master gives me my fee: 
Then, Robin, I'll wear thy Kendall green, 
And wend to the green wood with thee.* 
But for a name now: John it must not be, 
Already Little John on him attends: 
Greenleaf? Nay, surely there’s such a one already: 
Well, I'll be Woodnet, hap what happen may. 
Enter ScaTHLOCK. 
Here comes a green coat, (good luck be my guide) 
Some sudden shift might help me to provide. 
Scathlock. What, fellow William, did you meet our 
master ? 
John. I did not meet him yet, my honest friend. 
Scathlock. My honest friend! why, what a term is 
here ? 
My name is Scathlock, man, and if thou be 
No other than thy garments shew to me, 
Thou art my fellow, though I know thee not. 
What is thy name ? When wert thou entertain’d ? 
John. My name is Woodnet; and this very day, 
My noble master, Earl of Huntington, 
Did give me both my fee and livery. 
Scathlock. Your noble master, Earl of Huntington ! 
I'll lay a crown you are a counterfeit, 
And that, you know, lacks money of a noble. 
Did you receive your livery and fee, 
And never heard our orders read unto you? 


* This is from the old ballad, ‘‘ The jolly Pinder of Wakefield, 
with Robin Hood, Scarlet and John,” with variations: 
‘© At Michaelmas next my cov’nant comes out 
When every man gathers his fee ; 
Then Ill take my blue blade allin my hand, 
And plod to the green-wood with thee.” 
Ritson’s Robin Hood IT. 18. 
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What. was the oath was given you by the Friar? 
John. Who? Friar Tuck ? 
Scathlock. I, do not play the liar, 
For he comes here himself to shrive. 
Enter Friar Tuck. 
John. Scathlock, farewell; I will away. 
Scathlock. See you this arrow? it says nay. 
Through both your sides shall fly this feather, 
If presently you come not hither. 
Friar. Now heaven’s true liberality 
Fall ever for his charity 
Upon the head of Robin Hood, 
That to his very foes doth good, 
Lord God ! how he laments the Prior, 
And bathes his wounds against the fire. 
Fair Marian, God requite it her, 
Doth even as much for Doncaster, 
Whom newly she hath lain in bed, 
To rest his weary wounded head. 
Scathlock. Ho! Friar Tuck, know you this mate ? 
Friar. What’s he? 
Scathlock. He says my master late 
Gave him his fee and livery. 
Friar. It is a leasing, credit me. 
How chance, sir, then you were not sworn ? 
John. What mean this groom and lozel friar, 
So strictly matters to enquire ? 
Had I a sword and buckler here, 
You should aby these questions dear. 
Friar. Say’st thou me so, lad? lend him thine, 
For in this bush here lieth mine. 
Now will I try this new-come guest ; 
Scathlock. I am his first man, Friar Tuck, 
And if I fail, and have no luck, 
Then thou with him shalt have a pluck. 
Friar. Beit so Scathlock. Hold thee lad, 
No better weapons can be had : 
The dew doth them a little rust; 
But, hear ye, they are tools of trust.” 


* It is evident that Friar Tuck here gives John a sword. 
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John. Gramercy, Friar, for this gift, 

And if thou come unto my shrift, 

I'll make thee call those fellows fools 

That on their foes bestow such tools. 

Scathlock. Come, let us to ’t. 
[ Fight, and the Friar looks on. 
Friar. The youth is deliver * and light, 

He presseth Scathlock with his might: 

Now, by my beads, to do him right, 

I think he be some tried knight. 

Scathlock. Stay let us breathe! 
John. I will not stay: 
If you leave, Friar come away: 
Scathlock. I prithee, Friar, hold him play. 
Friar. Friar Tuck will do the best he may. [ Fight. 
Enter MARIAN. : 
Marian. Why, what a noise of swords is here ! 

Fellows, and fight our bower so near ? 

Scathlock. Mistress, he is no man of yours, 

That fights so fast with Friar Tuck ; 

But, on my word, he isa man 

As good for strength as any can. 

Marian. Indeed, he’s more than common men can be: 

In his high heart there dwells the blood of kings. 

Go call my Robin, Scathlock : ’tis Prince John. 
Scathlock. Mistress I will: I pray part the fray. [ Hit. 
Marian. | prithee go, I will do what I may. 

Friar, I charge thee hold thy hand. 

Friar. Nay, younker, to your tackling stand. 

What all amort,+ will you not fight? 

John. I yield, unconquer’d by thy might, 

But by Matilda’s glorious sight. 

Friar. Mistress, he knows you: what is he? 
John. Like to amazing wonder she appears, 


* Deliver means active, and it has been conjectured that it is the 
parent of the word “clever.” Beaumont and Fletcher use the 
adverb deliverly, but latter it is seldom mct with. 

{ The origin of amort is French, and sometimes it is written 
Tout-a-la-mort, as in The Contention between Liberalitie and Prodigalitie, 
1602, Sign. B. as pointed out ina note to Ram Alley, D. O. P. 
Vol. v. 400. 
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And from her eye flies love unto my heart, 
Attended by suspicious thoughts and fears 
That numb the vigour of each outward part. 
Only my sight hath all satiety, 
And fulness of delight, viewing her deity. 
Marian. But I haveno delight in you, prince John. 
Friar. Is this prince John ? 
Give me thy hand, thou art a proper man: 
And for this morning’s work, by saints above, 
Be ever sure of Friar Tuck’s true love. 
John. Be not offended that I touch thy shrine ; 
Make this hand happy, let it fold in thine. 
Enter Rozin Hoop, FitzwaTer, Evy, WaRMAN. 
Robin. What saucy woodman, Marian, stands so 
near ? 
John. Awoodman, Robin, that would strike your deer 
With all his heart. Nay, never look so strange, 
You see this fickle world is full of change: 
John is a ranger, man, compell’d to range. 
Fitzwater. You are young, wild lord, and well may 
travel bear. 
John. What, my old friend Fitzwater, are you there ? 
And you, lord Ely? and old best betrust ? 
Then I perceive that to this gear we must. 
A mess of my good friends : which of you four 
Will purchase thanks by yielding to the king 
The body of the rash rebellious John ? 
Will you Fitzwater ? 
Fitzwater. No, John, I defy * 
To stain my old hands in thy youthful blood. 
John. You will lord Ely; 1 am sure you will. 
Ely. Be sure, young man, my age means thee no ill. 


* Defy is here used in the sense of refuse, which was not uncom- 
mon: thus in the Death of Robert Earl of Huntington, we have this 
passage, ‘‘Or,as I said, for ever I defy your company.” In the 
Four Prentices of London, (D. O. P. vi. 419. Act I. scene 1.) the old 
earl of Boloigne says, 

“‘ Vain pleasures I abhor, all things defy, 

That teach not to despair, or how to die.” 
Other instances are collected in a note to the words ‘‘I do defy thy 
conjuration,” from Romeo and Juliet, Act. V. scene 3. 
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John. Oh, you will have the praise, brave Robin 
Hood, : 
The lusty outlaw, lord of this large wood ; 
He'll lead a king’s son prisoner to a king, 
And bid the brother smite the brother dead. 

Robin. My purpose you have much misconstrued : . 
Prince John, I would not for the wide world’s wealth 
Incense his majesty, but do my best 
To mitigate his wrath, if he be moy'd. 

John. Will none of you ? then, here’s oneI dare say, 
That from his childhood knows how to betray : 
Warman will you not help to hinder all you may? 

Warman. With what I have been twit me not, my 

lord : 
My old sing at my soul I do detest. 
John. Then, that he came this way prince John was 
blest. 
Forgive me Ely; pardon me Fitzwater: 
And Robin, to thy hands myself I yield. 
Robin. And as my heart from hurt I will thee shield. 
Enter Mucu running. 

Much. Master fly! hide ye mistress ! we all shall be 

taken. 

Robin. Why, what’s the matter ? 

Much. The king! the king! and twelve and 

twenty score of horses. 

Robin. Peace fool! we have no cause from him to fly. 

Enter Scar.Let, Litrrie Joun. 
Litile John. Scarlet and I were hunting on the 
plain ; 

To us came royal Richard from his train, 
For a great train of his 1s hard at hand, 
And question’d us, if we serv’d Robin Hood? 
I said we did; and then his Majesty, 
Putting this massy chain about my neck, 
Said what I shame to say, but joy’d to hear. 
Let Scarlet teli it, it befits not me, 

Seariee Quoth our good king, thy name is Little 

John, , 

And thou hast long time serv’d earl Huntington: 
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Because thou left’st him not in misery, 
A hundred marks I give thee yearly fee, 
And from henceforth thou shalt a squire be. 

Mueh. Oh lord, what luck had [to run away ! 
I should have been made a knight, or a lady, sure. 

Scarlet. Go, said the king, and to your master say, 
Richard is come to call him to the court, 

And with his kingly presence chase the clouds 
Of grief and sorrow, that in misty shades, 
Have veil’d the honor of earl Huntington. 

Robin. Now God preserve him! hie you back again, 
And guide him, lest in bye-paths he mistake. 
Much, fetch a richer garment for my father ; 
Good Friar Tuck, I prithee rouse thy wits: 
Warman, visit mine uncle and Sir Doncaster, 

See if they can come forth to grace our show. 
God’s pity, Marian, let your Jenny wait. 

Thanks, my lord chancellor, you are well prepar’d ; 
And good prince John, since you are all in green, 
Disdain not to attend on Robin Hood: 

Frolic I pray; I trust to do ye good. 

Enter Prior and Sir DoncasTeERr.* 
Welcome good uncle, welcome Sir Doncaster. 
Say, will ye sit; I fear ye cannot stand. 

Prior. Yes, very well. 

Robin. Why, cheerly, cheerly then. 

The trumpet sounds, the king is now at hand : 
Lords, yeomen, maids, in decent order stand. 


The trumpets sound, the while Robin places them. Enter 
first, bare-headed, LitrLe Joun and ScarR.ev; leke- 
wise CuestTeR and LeicesTER, bearing the sword and 
sceptre; the Kine follows crowned, clad in green; 
after him QueEN MoTHER; after her Sa LIsBURY 
and RicumMonp. Scaruet and ScaTHtock turn 
to Rosin Hoop, who with all his company kneel down 
andcry. | 
All. God save King Richard! Lord preserve your 

Grace! 


* Their entrance is not marked in the original. 
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King. Thanks all; but chiefly Huntington to thee. 
Arise, poor Earl ; stand up my late lost son, 
And on thy shoulders let me rest my arms, 
That have been toiled long with heathen wars. 
True pillar of my state, right lord indeed, 
Whose honor shineth in the den of need, 
I am even full of joy, and full of woe, 
To see thee, glad ; but sad, to see thee so. 
Robin. Oh, that I could pour out my soul in prayers, 
And praises for this kingly courtesy ! 
Do not, dread lord, grieve at my low estate : 
Never so rich, never so fortunate, 
Was Huntington as now himself he finds ; 
And to approve it, may it please your grace, 
But to accept such presents at the hand 
Of your poor servaut, as he hath prepar’d, 
You shall perceive, the Emperor of the East, 
Whom you contended with at Babylon, 
Had not such presents to present you with. 
King. Art thou so rich ? sweet, let me see thy gifts. 
Robin. First, take again this jewel you had lost; 
Aged Fitzwater, banished by John. 
King. A gem indeed! no prince hath such a one. 
Good, good old man, as welcome unto me, 
As cool fresh air in heat’s extremity. 
Fitzwater. And I as glad tokiss my sovereign’s hand, 
As the wreck’d swimmer when he feels the land. 
Queen. Welcome, Fitzwater, J am glad to see you. 
Fiizwater. | thank your grace: but let me hug these 
twain, 
Leicester and Richmond, Christ’s sworn champions, 
That follow’d Richard in his holy war. 
Richmond. Noble Fitzwater, thanks, and welcome 
both. 
Leicester. Oh God, how glad I am to see this lord! 
J cannot speak, but welcome at a word. 
Robin. Next, take good Ely in your royal hands, 
Who fled from death, and most uncivil bands. 
King. Robin, thy gifts exceed. Morton my chancellor! 
In this man giv’st thou holiness and honor. 
Ely. Indeed he gives me, and he gaye me life, 
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Preserving me from fierce pursuing foes, 
When I, to blame, had wrought him many woes. 
With me he likewise did preserve this seal, 
Which I surrender to your majesty. — 
King. Keep it, good Ely, keep it still for me. 
Robin. The next fair jewel that I will present 
Is richer than both these; yet in the foil, 
My gracious lord, it hath a foul default ; 
Which, if you pardon, boldly I protest, 
It willin value far exceed the rest. 
John. That’s me he means; 1faith my turn is next. 
He calls me foil, i’faith I fear a foil. 
Well, ’tis a mad lord, this same Huntington. [ aside. 
Robin. Hereis Prince John, your brother, whose revolt, 
And folly in your absence, let me crave, 
With his submission may be buried ; 
For he is now no more the man he was, 
But dutiful in all respects to you. 
King. Pray God it prove so. Well, good Huntington, 
For thy sake pardon’d is our brother John, 
And welcome to us in all hearty love. 
Robin. This last I give, as tenants do their lands, 
With a surrender to receive again 
The same into their own possession ; 
Wo Marian, but Fitzwater’s chaste Matilda: 
The precious jewel, that poor Huntington, 
Doth in this world hold as his best esteem. 
Although with one hand I surrender her, 
I hold the other, as one looking still 
Richard returns her: so I hope he will. 
King. Else God forbid. Receive thy Marian back, 
And never may your love be separate, 
But flourish fairly to the utmost date. 
Robin. Now please my king to enter Robin’s bower, 
And take such homely welcome as he finds, 
It shall be reckon’d as my happiness. 
King. With all my heart. Then as combined friends, 
Go we together: here all quarrel ends. [ Exeunt. 
Manent Sir Joun Evtuam and SKELTON. 
Sir John. Then, Skelton, here I see you will conclude. 
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Skelton. And reason good: have we not held too 
long? 
Sir John. No, in good sadness, I dare gage my life, 
His highness will accept it very kindly: 
But, I assure you, he expects withal, 
To see the other matters tragical, 
That follow in the process of the story. 
Wherein are many a sad accident, 
Able to make the stoutest mind relent ; 
I need not name the points, you know them all. 
From Marian’s eye shall not one tear be shed ? 
Skelton, i’faith, ’tis not the fashion. 
The king must grieve, the queen must take it ill: 
Ely must mourn, aged Fitzwater weep, 
Prince John, the lords, his yeomen must lament, 
And wring their woeful hands for Robin’s woe, 
Then must the sick man, fainting by degrees, 
Speak hollow words, and yield his Marian, 
Chaste maid Matilda, to her father’s hands; 
And give her, with King Richard’s full consent, 
His lands, his goods, late seiz’d on by the Prior, 
Now by the Prior’s treason made the Kings. 
Skelton, there are a many other things, 
That ask long time to tell them lineally; 
But ten times longer will the action be. 
Skelton. Sir John, i’'faith, I know not what to do, 
And I confess that all you say is true. 
Will you do one thing for me? Crave the King 
To see two parts: say ’tis a pretty thing. 
I know you can do much; if you excuse me, 
While Skelton lives, Sir John, be bold to use me. 
Sir John. I will persuade the King ; but how can you 
Persuade all these beholders to content ? 
Skelton. Stay, Sir John Eltham : what to them I say, 
Deliver to the King from me, I pray. 
Well judging hearers, for a while suspend 
Your censures of this play’s unfinish’d end, 
And Skelton promises for this offence, 
The second part shall presently be penn’d. 
There shall you see, as late my friend did note, 
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King Richard’s revels at Earl Robert’s bower ; 
~The purpos’d mirth, and the performed moan ; 
The death of Robin, and his murderers. 
For interest of your stay, this will I add: 
King Richard’s voyage back to Austria, 
The swift returned tidings of his death, 
The manner of his royal funeral.* 
Then John shall be a lawful crowned king, 
But to Matilda bear unlawful love. 
Aged Fitzwater’s final banishment ; 
His piteous end, of power tears to move 
From marble pillars. The catastrophe 
Shall shew you fair Matilda’s tragedy, 
Who (shunning John’s pursuit) became a Nun, 
At Dunmow+ Abbey, where she constantly 
Chose death to save her spotless chastity. 
Take but my word, and if I fail in this, 
Then let my pains be baffled with a hiss. 


* Tt will be seen from the introduction to this play, that Mun- 
day and others, according to Henslowe, wrote a separate play under 
the title of ‘‘ The Funeral of Richard Cordelion.”’ 

+ Misprinted Dumwod in the old copy. 
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PROSPECTUS. 


THE first object of the present publication is to reprint Tragedies and 
Comedies, yet confined to the libraries of public institutions or to the 
cabinets of collectors, by authors of talent and reputation, whose works 
in this department have’ been hitherto disrezarded. The names of 
Nicholas Udall, Thomas, Hughes, Anthony Munday, Henry Chettle, 
William Haughton, Michael Drayton, Henry Porter, Robert Wilson, 
John Day, Wentworth Smith, Nathaniel Field, &e. will be familiar to 
most of the readers of old poetry, but none of their plays have seen»the 
light for about two centuries, although some of these writers were the 
predecessors, and others the applauded rivals of our greatest dramatic 
poet. In no case, however, will a play be republished, which cannot 
claim that distinction on the score of its own worth, without reference 
to its mere rarity, or to the temporary character of its author. The 
selections made during the last century from old dramatists, who have 
thus become more notorious, have necessarily been incomplete and 
partial’; and it will be found in the course of the present undertaking 
that some of the very best pieces by Chapman, Middleton, Dekker, 
Marston, Rowley, Marmyon, &c. &c. have remained in obscurity. We 
can venture to promise that this undertaking, following up the plan of 
* Dodsley’s Old Plays,’’ will contain no specimen of the dramaiie art of 
less interest than the best pieces in that distinguished collection. In 
nore recent republications the selection, both as to rarity and positive 
excellence, has been so @areless, that serious injustice has been done to 
many of our old dramatists : not only the worst productions of good 
poets were apparently preferred, but sometimes even the puerile effusions 
of ambitious imbecility.. 
The following Plays will appear in succession ; 


The Downfall of Robert, Earl of Huntington, by Anthony Munday. 

The Death of Robert, Earl of Huntington, by Anthony Munday and 
Henry Chettle. 

The Misfortunes of Arthur, by Thomas Hughes, (assisted by Lord 
Bacon 

Corbee for My Money, by William Haughton, 

The Two Angry Women of Abingdon, by Henry Porter. 

Woman’s a Weathercock, by Nathaniel Field, 

Amends for Ladies, by the same. 

The Vuliant Welchman, by Michael Drayton and others. 


The principal motive for printing the Plays in separate Monthly Num- 
bers is, that when the work is complete they may be arranged according 
to the dates at which they were severally produced: the year when a 
play originally passed the press will often afford no criterion on this 
point. Of late years the sterling excellence of the Old Plays in “ Dods- 
ley’s Collection” has recommended several of them for revival on the 
Stage with great success : two of our most popular dramatists are at this 
moment engaged in fresh adaptations, and we shall be able to supply 
new and substantial materials for the same purpose. 

The size and general appearance of the work will correspond with the 


' Jast edition of “ Dods sley’s Old Plays ;” a Number will be published every 


month; and the price of each, upon small paper, will be 2s. 6d. and 
upon LARGE PAPER, 3s. 6d. 
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